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OW TO HANDLE 
THE HUSBAND 
WHO FLIRTS 


fd every husband has 





THE GIRL VD LIKE 
TO MARRY 


by Chubby Checker 


LOVE WASN'T ENOUGH 


Other people had more— 
why shouldn't |? 





19 20 2\ 2 


4 STALKS 
96 27 28 238 THE 
FOREST 
ON 
WEEKENDS 


Forest fires menace most on weekends. More people are in the forest—and there’s more 
chance for man-caused fires to flare; more chance for destruction—and terror! 


It’s a tragic and shameful fact that nine out of ten forest fires are man-caused—too often by 
the carelessness of a “weekender” who thoughtlessly flips away a smoke or a glowing match. 


So when you’re in the forest over a weekend—or on a Sunday drive or a picnic—be extra 
careful. Always follow Smokey Bear’s rules: 


Break matches—crush smokes—be SURE all fires are out! 


Remember- 
only YOU can prevent forest fires! 
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EN #2778 La sHeER 

Bare your shoulders and snug- 
gle your curves — styling has 
expensive detail in ten inch 
hemline! Drip dry cotton. Light 
Biue, Coral, Turquoise, Black 
or Gold. Sizes 8 to 16. $7.99 


EE) #2049 poi au 

Be a Pane Al 2 this 
happy check. e styling as 
LA SHEER in Arnel woes ‘ate 
and cotton, with 7” hem. Lilac, 
Pink, Heavenly Blue or Black. 
Sizes 8 to 16. $7.99 





2077 cueck our 
Crisp, fresh cotton shirtdress 
highlights back and hem with 
= white lace inserts. 
ply checked in Pink, Blue 
or Black. Sizes 10 to 20.$8.99 
#2191 SLY WINK 
New, new fabric in shadow 
plaid, holds shape forever! 
Quik-wash and dri. Fully 
lined, added delicate eyelash 
fringe. Arnel Triacetate /cot- 
ton. Black, Pink, Aqua ali with 
White. Sizes 8 to 18. $11.99 


2 +2205 smart MOVE 

For the ‘‘form divine"’...pleats! 
in supple Jersey, falling from 
shoulder to hem. Black, Aqua, 
White. Sizes 8 to 20. $15.99 


TR #2148 DouBLE TAKE 
Smart, Chanel-type jacket 
coupled with slim skirt, 
No-wrinkle. quik-wash 
Dacron / Cotton. Black, Pink, 
Lime Green. Sizes 8 wi 


#7584 AMORAMA 
intriguing sharkskin zip-on, 
sleek and slim with standup 
collar accent. Arnel Triace- 
tate. White. Sizes 8 to 18. 
$10.99 


| #7650 MARSHMELLOW 
Fun in the Sun! Creamy play- 
suit... just slip on, zip up. 
Quik-dry! Cotton Terry Cloth. 
White. Sizes 8 to 16. 93 
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YOU CAN oN 
CHARGE IT 


AT FREDERICK'S 
Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 
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NEW POINTED era | 
GIVES EXTRA 
CLEAVAGE! 
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Eh zso10 venus 
Your bosoms will rise like a 
‘oddess in this ded pretti- 
ier! Dainty stitched cups have 
secret plastic foam and straps 
that adjust to off-shoulder po- 
sition. White. Sizes 32 to 36A, 
32 to 388, 32 to 40C. 2 for 
2 fer $5.95 


TE +5039 cinch oFF 

That French flavor to UPlift 
bosom, wasp your waist. Dram- 
atic Nylon lace over Acetate 
Satin, rubber Acetate, polyes- 
ter. Garters. Black, Red, Blue 
or White. Waist sizes 24, 26, 
28, 30, 32. $3.99 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
Removable foam rubber pads 
gn you that rounded look. 
ayon and cotton power net. 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. $6.39 


GC) #3277 Two Timer 

Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerflex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 Inch awe 


#3218 HIP ENHANCER 
No need for “‘too slim hips” 
. . . hidden foam pads round 
you out at hipline, help mask- 
out too heavy thighs. Black, 
White. Sizes 22 to 30 inch 
waist. 89 


#5073 COUNTER 
POINT 


Specially designed shell cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust te NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 A, B, C. $3.99 





FREE! 


FABULOUS FASH- 
(OW CATALOG FOR 
YOU! SEND 25¢ 
FOR CURRENT 
ISSUE OR SOc FOR 
EIGHTEEN MONTHS’ 
SUBSCRIPTION. 













oriental charm 
Gayly 


#4074 =TEATIME 

Lounge - ingly entertain with 
skirt reveals trim: fit pants. 
Printed cotton. Blue, 
Gold. Sizes 10 to 18. 


100% 
a GR money back 
fit nants, GUARANTEE 
if you're not 
4.99 SATISFIED! 


DEPT. NO. 3807 
1430 W. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 





Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY + NUMBER) 


SUE Ist COLOR | 2nd COLOR PRICE 












































(| ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 40c Postage) 
(1) SEND C.0.D. (1 enclose $ 2 deposit on each item) 
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“Light up 


your skin with beauty!” 
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EDITOR 


Lloyd’s Fans 


| think TaN magazine is one of the best 
on the market today, and can’t wait for the 
next issue to come out each month. I par- 
ticularly liked the May issue. The cover is very 
attractive, and the stories get better and better. 
Also enjoyed the article on Lloyd Price. 
Please give us more of these entertainment 
features. 
Elaine Pettis 
Charleston, S. C. 


| have just finished reading the May issue 
of TAN magazine, and | want to say thank you 
for the wonderful story on Lloyd Price. He is 
one of my favorite singers, and | think the 
story and pictures of him were just fabulous. 
Thanks again to your magazine, and to who- 
ever was responsible for giving us this article 
about Lloyd. 
I always like your stories. and the articles 
about entertainers. Keep up the good work. 
Jackie Mason 
New Orleans, La. 


TAN Stories Appealing 


| have been reading your TAN magazine for 
nearly three years, and the story I enjoyed 
the most was the story in the April, 1961 book. 
The story was titled “Driven By Fear.” I think 
it was a very interesting story. and it is a lesson 
for young girls or women not to walk the 
streets after dark. 
Marva Jean Murry 
San Diego, Calif. 


I have read Tan for many years, and enjoy 
it very much. I especially liked the stories, 
“Driven By Fear,” and “Blinded By My Need,” 
inthe April issue. If people would only realize 
how they hurt others by the things they do 
sometimes, there wouldn’t be so much unhap 
piness in the world. Keep up the good work. 

Barbara Smith 
Los Angeles, Calif 


I am a constant reader of Tan and have 
been for four years, but this is my first time 
to write. | have enjoyed reading, and getting 
a better understanding of life and various 
problems. I enjoy every aspect of your mag- 
azine, and I know that the stories get better 
each month. Keep them coming. 

David M. Cooper 
Salem, N. J. 


Like every month your stories are getting 
greater and greater. | particularly liked “| 
Wanted Love Too Much.” and “I Made My 
Son A Killer.” to the most. These stories are 
for real, and they are real gone. Keep up the 
good work always. 

Thanking you very much. 

Robert Leon Bacon 





Richmond. Va. | 





Completely non-irritating—yet leaves skin looking 
lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as in New York! 
Helen says, ‘I love the light, golden look Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
ing, too!’’ This gentle cream never irritates as 
harsh bleaching creams do. It smooths and 
softens your skin! 

Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 
Light, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
fines pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 
to give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 
keep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! 


says famous model Helen Williams 


"a 
” . 
Cmizing MaKe 

















i'm a reader of TAN and like the book very 
much. I would love to have my name in your 
Pen Pals column. 

I'm 15 years old, have dark brown hair and 
eyes, a brown complexion, and I’m 5’5” tall. 
My hobbies are skating, sewing, dancing, rec- 
ords, cooking and making new friends. Will 
snswer all letters and exchange photos. So all 
ou lads and lassies, drop me a line soon. 

Mary Young 
1311 North Euclid Ave. 
St. Louis 13, Mo. 

My name is Arthur Doyle and I am a de- 
oted reader of TAN. At times it gets quite 
onely down here, as I am used to living in 
New York. I would appreciate it very much 
if you would enter my name in your Pen Pal 
ection of TAN Magazine. 

| am 18 years of age, I have black hair, a 

edium brown complexion, and I am 5’9” tall, 

weigh 150 lbs. I will promptly answer all let- 
ers and gladly exchange photos. 

P.F.C. Arthur Doyle 

H & S Co., 2nd Pioneer Bn. 

2nd Marine Div. F.M.LF. 

Camp LeJeune, N. C. 

| would appreciate it if you would print my 

name in your Pen Pal section. I am 19 years 

old, 5’2%”, 114 lbs., have medium brown com- 

plexion, brown eyes and black hair. I enjoy 

istening to records of all types: jazz, rock 

roll, ete. I would like to exchange photos 

with fellows from the ages of 20 to 26. I will 
answer all letters that I receive. 

Jean L. Stewart 

2137 Hoyt St. 

Muskegon Heights, Mich. 

| read TAN quite often, and like the Pen 

Pals section best of all. I am a high school 

eraduate and I would like to correspond with 

oung ladies in foreign countries, especially 

Canada. Although I would correspond with 

anyone, | would prefer college students. 

[ am 24 years old, 6’ tall, and I weigh 170 
lbs. My hobbies are bowling, playing cards, 
ind photography. Race, color or creed does 

t matter. I will answer all letters promptly. 

Ulysses Ricks 
6219 S. Greenwood 
Chicago 37, Ill. 

Will you enter my name in your Pen Pal 
olumn? I would like to correspond with 

ung men at the age 24 to 40, from the United 
States and other countries. 

| am a Negro girl, 21 years old. My name 
: Olga Torres. I have black hair, dark brown 
eyes, brown complexion, 5/2”, measurement 
}6-24-38, and am considered attractive. Race 
loes not matter. I will exchange photos and 
answer all letters. Keep up the good work in 
ran 

Senorita Olga Torres 

Blocke 28, Letra B, 

ler Piso Apt. 13, 

Urb 23 de Enero 

Caracas, Venezuela, S. A. 

| am, and have always been, a constant 

eader of TAN magazine. It was just recently 

that | became interested in the Pen Pal sec- 

tion. | would like very much for you to in- 
lude my name in it, please. 

| am 6’, weigh 182 lbs., my complexion is 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


medium brown, and I’m 20 years old. My 
hobbies include collecting old newspaper clip- 
pings, writing poetry, and listening to various 
types of music. I also like most sports very 
much. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
young ladies between the ages of 17 and 25. 
But that does not mean | don’t want to hear 
from others as well. I will answer all letters 
promptly and exchange photos upon request. 

A3C Curtis Morgan, AF 14732254 
Headquarters Squadron Gp. 
Dow Air Force Base, Maine 


I am an avid reader of your fascinating 
magazine, especially the Pen Pal section. Please 
enter my name in these columns. 

I am 18 years old, medium height, weight, 
and light brown complexion. My hobbies are 
writing short stories, reading, tennis and cook- 
ing. I would like to hear from girls and guys 
from 18 through 23 years of age, regardless 
of race, color or creed, from all over the world. 

. Barbara Carson 
2556 North 4th St. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 

I am a boy 18 years of age, and I’m 5’414” 
tall. Of course, [ want American Pen Pals, and 
so I am requesting you to put my address in 
the Pen Pals column. I shall be pleased if 
you will do so. 

Emmanuel Owusu 
P. O. Box 251 
Neawan, Ghana, W. Africa 


Hello. I am a German girl and a reader of 
TAN, too. | would be very pleased if you would 
print my name in your Pen Pal section. 

My age is 23, height 5’6”, black hair, brown 
eyes, profession secretary. My hobbies are 
reading, some kinds of sports, and listening 
to records. But the thing I always prefer to 
do is travel. 

I would like to hear from anyone who cares 
to write, race or color doesn’t matter. 

Friederike Wedepohl 
Sebastianstrasse 179 
Bonn, Germany 

I am a regular reader of TAN magazine and 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am a senior at East Orange High School. 
] am 17 years of age, 5’5”, black hair, brown 
complexion, brown eyes, and weigh 140 lbs. 
I love jazz, art, and clothes. I would like to 
correspond with boys and girls all over the 
world between the ages of 17 and 20, who 
enjoy my interests. I will answer all letters 
as promptly as possible and will gladly ex- 
change photos. 

Vance Hines 
243 So. Burnet St. 
East Orange, N. J. 

I am a regular reader of TAN, and would 
appreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in the Pen Pal section of your won- 
derful magazine. My name is Lilieth Vintia 
Brown, 19 years old, with a medium-brown 
complexion, 5’6” tall, with black hair, dark 
brown eyes, and weighing 140 lbs. My hobbies 
are reading, writing, dancing and going to the 
movies. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 


girls between the ages of 18 and 27. | will 

gladly exchange all photographs and answer 
all letters. 

Lilieth Brown 

111 King Street 

Kingston P. 0, 

Jamaica, W. |. 

Will you please print my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I have been reading TAn for 
several years and like it very much. 

I am 17 years old, 5/11”, and weigh 158 lbs, 
have tan complexion. I am a junior in high 
school. My hobbies are dancing, and listen- 
ing to modern jazz. I would very much like 
to hear from boys and girls from all over the 
world, ages 14 to 18. I will gladly exchange 
photos and I assure you all letters will be 


answered. 
John M. Moore 
P. O. Box 92 
Plum, Tex 


! would appreciate it very much if you would 
print my name in your Pen Pals column. | am 
17 years old, 5’1”, weigh 112 lbs. I have brown 
eyes and black hair, complexion is light brown. 

1 would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the United States between the 
ages of 16-20. All letters will be answered 
and photos exchanged at request. 

Freida Brooks 
59 Olney St 
Providence, R. |. 


| have the honour to write to you, my hor 
our will increase if you realize my request. 
| would like my name entered in your Pen 
Pals section. 
| am an Egyptian youth. I am 17 years of 
age. | enjoy exchanging letters, and _ hope 
very much to have girl friends from U.S.A. 
. . . their age as mine, or nearly . . . but! 
promise that I'll reply on all letters | receive. 
So, if you wish to make me a friend from 
Egypt write a letter to me. 
Atef Mikhail Rafa 
12, Ghaly St. Daher. 
Cairo, Egypt, U.AR. 


I am a fan of TAN, and I would like ven 
much if you would print my name in your Pea 
Pals column. I am a Negro girl, 17 years of 
age, 5/8” tall, and weigh 138 lbs. I am: 
sophomore at Oconee High. 

My hobbies are swimming, dancing, ané 
most of all, basketball and writing. I would 
like to correspond with boys and girls from 
the ages of 18-25, no matter of race, color « 
creed, and | will exchange photos upon request 

Redia Mae Hodges 
Route 5, Academy Ave 
Dublin, Ge 


| would be very pleased if you would pris! 
this letter and my name in your Pen Pa 
section. 

| am 19 years old, 6’ tall, 160 Ibs. i have 

medium brown complexion, brown eyes, a 

brown hair. I am in the United States Ail 
Force, and I like people. 

A/3C Jason Turne 

AF15627853 

Clinton County AFB, Obie 
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Help < 
YOU! 


By ‘Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 

I am writing to you about my hus- 
band. We are not together now, and | 
am going to have a baby in three montis. 
This month he took my check and cashed 
it to pay his girl friend’s rent. He will 
be getting out of the Air Force soon. | 
still love him, and he says that he loves 
me, but if he did, he would not have done 
this to me. Please tell me what to do. 

A. B. R. 
Dear A. B. R.: 

Contact his commanding officer im- 
mediately, and explain the situation to 
him. If your husband is not stationed 
near you, your local Red Cross can tell 
you the proper authorities to get in touch 
with. The military will not tolerate this 
sort of thing. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 15 years old, and have a very 
bad problem with my boy friend. He 
is 17. I love him and thought he loved 
me. We had been going together for 
four years. Then, he liked my girl friend, 
and now it is more than like. I wrote 
him a letter and told him to make a 
choice, so he did, and it was her, and 
now I am sorry I did. Did I do wrong? 

I still love him, and I believe he loves 
me, but won’t show it. Should I call him 
back? 

L.M.D. 
Dear L.M.D.: 

Never, never, never give a man an ul- 
timatum. He’s hardly going to accept 
your “terms”—he can’t, really. Just be 


glad you had this experience so early in 
life. Give him up, and go on to someone 
else. 


Dear Eve: 

Just a few lines to ask you a little 
helpful advice. I am fifteen years of age, 
and I am very much in love with a boy 
sixteen. He says he loves me very much. 
But when he gets mad at me, he doesn’t 
speak to me, just to my best friend. 


Sometimes they act as if they are more | 


than friends. His best friend is supposed 
to be her boy friend. 

My problem is, does he really love 
me? Are we too young to be in love, 
as some say, or am I just jealous? Please 
tell me what is wrong. and what I should 
do. Thank you. 

Wondering 
Dear Wondering: 

Seems you have more a game of musi- 
cal chairs than two romances here. | 
think perhaps you’re all just in love with 
love, rather than each other, and this is 
not too bad at fifteen and sixteen. 


Dear Eve: 

I am twenty-three years old, and I 
have had lots of boy friends during the 
past years. I am trying to take care of 
myself and carry myself in a way that 
people will respect me, but my friends 
tell me I can’t hold a boy friend unless | 
let him make love to me. 

Please tell me what to do because | 
want to get married and have a happy 
life. 

A Problem 
Dear Problem: 

With your kind of friends, you don’t 
need enemies. Just keep following your 
own better judgment, and some day you 
can invite all of your “friends” to your 
wedding! 


Dear Eve: 

I am 15 years old, and a sophomore 
in high school. I have a problem. There 
is a girl in the school I go to whom | 
really love. But she just quit one boy be- 
cause he was betting on her love for him. 
Could you tell me how to win this girl’s 
love, though she is going with another 
boy? Please help me. I love her very 
much. 

C. M. E. 
Dear C. M. E.: 
Don’t bet on it. 
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‘‘Like most teen-agers, my skin gets 
oily and I have trouble keeping my 
make-up looking fresh. But now that 
I use Black and White Vanishing 
Cream as a make-up base, I have no 
trouble. Make-up goes on smooth, 

and stays fresh looking.” 


QAkons HiQe 
Washington, D. C. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy, the perfect 
base for make-up. Keeps you looking 
your freshest and best 
at all times, without 
bothersome retouching. 


@ Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften your skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. Generous 
jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 














MAKE HIM 
WANT YOU, 


Try a — drops of FLAMING DE- 
Si a little behind your ears 
. & wee 
ret plac it 
t wonderful feeling 

This a. perfume can 
oive 5 po that extra push with a man 
that = make him feel differently 
about You will never want to 
be without it. Quantities are limited 
so order FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 2) eg 05) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 
postage. If not deli send your imaney riot back. 











AN 
177 McLean Ave. 





Yonkers 5, N. Y. 








ADD THRILLING COLORS 
to Black and White TV with 


ee 


pee pkg Bp cee wpe thd wong 
own TV set in wonderful color. Sen- 
sational COLOR-V filter screen fits 
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N A LARGE Midwestern city a few 
years ago a young woman attended 
fairly small party and watched with 
punting horror and chagrin as her 
oung husband of two years began and 
tarried out an intimate if somewhat an- 
mated flirtation with the attractive 
young hostess. He leaned close to her, 
absentmindedly stroked her wrist, he 
hared a cocktail with her, and through 
all he was charmingly attentive. 

As she watched, the young wife be- 

e so angry and hurt that in a final 
age she jumped up, got her coat and 
left, leaving her somewhat dazed hus- 
and to say the hurried goodbyes and 
pologies. Driving home she refused to 
say anything at all to him, nor the next 
day, but after about a week she had 
calmed down and decided that it was 
due to too much alcohol and a flirtatious 
hostess. But when the same thing hap- 
pened a few weeks later at another 
party, the wife exploded completely, 
Ipacked a suitcase and went home to 
mother. 

An unusual situation? Not at all... 
its the-age-old problem of what to do 
with the husband with a roving eye, the 
husband who gets a light in his eye and 
fa sparkle in his speech when an attrac- 
live woman is on the scene. And every 
husband, whether he has engaged in an 
Fopen, out and out flirtation or has been 
fcontent merely to take a second look at 
tthe well-turned ankle of a shapely miss, 
has at some time or other flirted. You 
fan see it at practically any small gath- 
ring—the husband overly attentive to 
ithe attractive young girl, the man mak- 
ing a play for somebody else’s wife. 

But what do you do about it, how do 
you handle the husband who flirts? 
INeedless to say, you don’t handle it the 
ay our young wife did. by being hurt 
nd angry and humiliated and by refus- 
ling to discuss it at all. But what do you 
do? Do you ignore him? Fence him in 

corner? Begin a flirting campaign of 
our own? 
> The first thing to do—and sometimes 
the most difficult—is to accept the fact 
that flirting is a game, and has its rules 
just like any other game. These rules 
are flexible, and vary with the people. 
Most women will agree, however. that 
there is nothing wrong with the hus- 

nd who flirts occasionally, as long as 
It is light-hearted, and many, further, 
‘Se nothing wrong with an occasional- 

)and light-hearted—flirtation themselves. 


They feel that if their husbands have the 
chance to prove what charmers they 
are, then the wives should have the same 
chances too. 

If, however. the sight of your hus- 
band openly flirting with some attractive 
woman causes you to feel hurt, angry, 
or suspicious, the thing to do is to dis- 
cuss it with him, bring it out into the 
open. It may be that he simply thinks 
differently on the subject and didn’t 
realize that you don’t share his feelings. 

There are many people who disap- 
prove of any flirting at all, who feel that 
it is just not right. Whether it is “right” 
or “wrong” is debatable, but a medical 
psychologist points out that “flirting 
among married couples is a_ healthy 
thing,” and that “it is only a game. 
Sensible couples realize this. They also 
find it encourages them to keep up light- 
hearted flirting with each other. in this 


often the result of undue guilt about 
flirting.” It could also be that you are 
a little too possessive about your mar- 
riage partner. perhaps because you for- 
get that with strong ties of affection and 
shared interests, you can afford to share 
him with others in minor ways. 

lf. however, you happen to be mar- 
ried to a Don Juan—which automati- 
cally makes your situation different— 
you cannot follow the usual rules. To 
do so might prove disastrous to your 
And just who is the Don 
He’s always very handsome, 
usually quite intelligent, and he inevi- 
tably sets up an automatic emotional re- 


marriage. 
Juan? 


sponse in every woman he meets. And, 
he frankly enjoys—and actually seems 
to require—the attention of many wom- 
en, even after marriage. Of course, there 
are handsome men, who may receive 
much attention from women, and who 


lf you're married to a Don Juan, if he 
pays more attention to other women 


than to you, then you've got a prob- 
lem—but it doesn’t have to be big 


way keeping a certain amount of ro- 
mance alive in their relationship.” 

He continues: “When you are happily 
married, your chief aim is to secure the 
admiration of your marriage partner. 
Before marriage, both husband and wife 
like admiration from attractive members 
of the opposite sex. They continue to 
like it after marriage, and flirting is a 
game, with rules, which can help to keep 
them aware of their own attractiveness.” 

The only danger can come if couples 
take it too seriously. Flirting can only 
be harmless when it is light-hearted, 
does not get out of hand, and when 
everyone knows when to stop. 

If, after discussing it, you still wish 
your husband to stop completely, and 
don’t even want to think about flirting 
a little yourself, it could be that you 
need a quick self-appraisal yourself. “To 
be afraid to flirt, or not to admit the 
wish,” says the psychologist, “is more 


are offered more opportunities than the 
average man for flirtations or affairs 
outside their marriage, who are not Don 
Juans. These may be attractive, but if 
they advance in their work, take re- 
sponsibility, and enjoy their home life, 
you can conclude that they’re not Don 
Juans. 

The teue Don Juan is a man who was 
strikingly handsome as a boy, who at- 
tracted girls and women very early in 
life, and who was constantly so over- 
praised that he developed a belief that 
he was truly endowed to charm women. 
Even if he is faithful to his wife, and 
flirting is all he does, he is constantly 
at it, feeling a compulsion to play to a 
larger audience than just the wife. He 
has done it all his life. He can’t stop 
now. 

How do you handle a man like this? 
Discussing it with him won’t do any 
good; even if he is aware of the prob- 
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Many worthy causes are bidding for 
your help. You may not wish to give to all. But 
can you afford not to fight the heart diseases? 


The #1 enemy accounts for more deaths than 
all other causes combined. 


So, put first things first. Help your Heart Fund. 
Your Heart Fund dollars already have speeded 
great advances in treatment, prevention and 
rehabilitation. Hope is bright for greater vic- 
tories to come. That is why your Heart Fund is 
your #1 defense. Give generously now. 
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lems he gives, there’s not much he can 
do, since his flirting stems not so much 
from the desire to indulge in a casual 
kind of game as from a basic urge in 
his makeup which drives him to it. Car. 
rying on a flirtation of your own won't 
help either; since the Don Juan is bazsi- 
cally insecure about his role as lover and 
husband, a flirtation on the wife’s part 
could destroy what little confidence he 
has, and consequently destroy the mar. 
riage. Tears, reproaches, and family 
responsibilities will only doom the mar. 
riage from the start. 

Although every woman must work out 
her own solution, the best general way 
to handle the Don Juan is with under. 
standing—of his background, his needs. 
what makes him flirt. Jealousy and anx. 
iety about women who show they are 
attracted to him are definite must-nots, 
but accepting any kind of public cutting. 
up on the part of the Don Juan is just 
as bad. 

By making your home the happy, se- 
rene kind of place that he will welcome 
and appreciate, you ensure yourself of 
a trump card. The Don Juan who knows 
that by stepping out of line, he might 
lose the happy and secure home that he 
has now—often the first he has ever 
known—thinks twice about doing any 
flirting, no matter how shapely and at- 
tractive the woman might be. 

It’s all right to be a good sport at 
times—since he does attract women— 
but the woman who grants too much 
may find herself being taken for granted. 
Dignity and pride are not only impor- 
tant for the wife of a Don Juan, they are 
necessary; and she should never be 
made to accept situations which will 
cause their mutual friends to pity or 
tease her for her husband’s behavior. 
The wife of this kind of Casanova 
should make it clear right from the start 
that she will only accept so much, that 
she will be a good sport only up to 4 
point—and never beyond it. 

Handling the Don Juan is not the 
easiest job, but it has its rewards; if you 
succeed, all of the charm, good looks 
and talent of the Don Juan will be 
turned over entirely to you. It’s not an 
easy job, but it’s well worth the trouble. 

THE END 
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On The Reco 


ANNONBALL EN ROUTE/Julian “Cannonball” Adderley quintet (Mercury) : 
From the moment “Cannonball” opens up with A Foggy Day, reminiscent of 
Charlie Parker, but far enough away from Parker to be nothing but pure Adderley, 
is truly en route, taking along with him brother Nat on coronet. 
It’s a crazy 


“Cannonball” 
Julian Mance on piano, Sam Jones on bass. and Jim Cobb on drums. 
disc. full of the kind of happiness that usually characterizes an Adderley set, good 
music that just swings away when swinging is called for, and gets good and “funky” 
when “funk” is the order of the day. Side One is completed by Hoppin’ John, 
composed by Nat; /8th Century Ballroom, a Ray Bryant-Nat Adderley effort. and 
That Funky Train, another of Nat’s efforts. 

Side Two’s Lover Man (Oh Where Can You Be) takes off again like Parker come 
to life, except that the knowing ear will only be fooled for a minute before realizing 
that it’s “Ball” again, in dizzy flights of sound to accent the underlying plaintive 
query of the track. In /’/l Remember April, Nat and Cannon (as his dad calls him) 
work through some togetherness, crisply and efficiently, before “Cannonball” takes 
over, soaring over the thing with the easy authority of an eagle. Nat comes back 
almost tenderly in the up-tempo followed by Mance on piano, being driven madly 
by Jim Cobb on drums. The ensemble takes it out, with some nice basswork in the 
background by Sam Jones. Porky, by “ and Nat is a duel in some 
weird timing at the outset of a number that ends with a Dixieland tag. The Way 
You Look Tonight ends the happy offering. 


Cannonball” 


THE SWINGING’S MUTUAL/George Shearing Quintet with Nancy Wilson (Capi- 
tol): Shearing and Nancy share the spotlight on this one, in which they take alter- 
nate tracks to express themselves. On Side One. Nancy takes On Green Dolphin 
Street almost too much a reminder of Dakota Staton’s Late, Late Show; The Near- 
ness Of You with a real nice sound, and Born To Be Blue, which gets down to the 
real Nancy-like quality the listener is accustomed to. 

On the flip side, Shearing takes off with a familiar for him, Lullaby Of Birdland, 
follows with Inspiration, and dusts off his chores with Don’t Call Me. 

For her turn, and, by the way, all her numbers were arranged by Shearing, Nancy 
does All Night Long, a real wild arrangement which gets into the kind of depth you 
hardly expect from a girl who looks as youthful as Nancy; The Things We Did Last 
Summer, and a cutie called Let’s Live Again. 








LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


New, glamorous complexion beauty! 
You can have it! Just do this. Use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream as 
directed and see your skin take on a 
lighter, brighter, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows no faster way of lightening skin. 
Start using Black and White Bleach- 
ing Cream this very day. 

Get Black 
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Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
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How to WRITE, SELL and PUBLISH 


YOUR OWN SONGS 


Learn how to write songs correctly; How to get them 
recorded; How to sell and promote them. Secrets and 
methods used by professionals. Information FREE. 
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our new ‘‘Cindy’’ in biack t- 
ent; beige or a biue id. 
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)SPITAL CORRIDORS are strange 
laces. During the day they’re 
as busy as Grand Central Sta- 
vith visitors and patients and doc- 
urses, orderlies, aides, and all the 
the hospital population. But at 
they become strangely silent, eerie, 
endless passageways coldly 
| and quietly bright. There is no 
in a hospital corridor at night, 
ere are no secrets. 
the beginning of each corridor. 
the end, there is a night nurse. 
behind a big desk, with files, cab- 
typewriter . . . looking up from 
rk with thin-cheeked, sternly eye- 
face. They don’t like things— 
ple—out of place. 
id slipped out of the room and 
down the corridor earlier than 
noving softly, quietly . . . the felt 
covering the sound of my foot- 
ind the loose robe rustling softly. 
juiet. carefully . .. There was 
there. I moved lightly, keeping 
es on the bright red light over the 
1y that said “Exit.” Only a few 
teps and I had reached it. Then 
he narrow stairway that almost 
used, the stairway that let me 
the night nurse at the end of the 
Down the stairs and across 


ridor, brightly lit just like the 
ind into the room marked “Nurs- 
Admittance.” 
ened the door quietly and stood 
loorway, letting my eyes adjust 
larkened room. There must not 
one here, or they would have 
before now. I moved into the 
and breathed slowly. Sometimes 
1s a nurse here. I moved farther 
room and looked around. They 
| here, all the tiny, darling little 
My eyes moved hungrily around 
so many tiny little things. 
» Quiet... 

him right away . . . how could 
im? My own little darling. Billy 
had decided to call him Mark. 
father. He lay there. sleeping 
like the others, and yet so dif- 
| guess every mother feels that 
out her baby. I moved toward 
y own precious baby, and slowly. 
| lifted him up and held him. 
e eyes fluttered, his tiny mouth 
in a sleepy yawn, his little hands 

e air helplessly. My son. 
rd footsteps echoing down the 


passage. This must be the nurse. 





I held Mark in my arms and felt 


again how little he was, how helpless. 
My son. Why wouldn't they let me 


take him home, why must it be like this? 
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THE GIFT 


OF 
LOVE 


I stood perfectly still, waiting. The foot- 
steps came closer, closer, got louder, and 
finally were outside. But there was no 
pause, the door did not open, the foot- 
steps continued down the corridor, final- 
ly faded into the distance. I breathed a 
sigh and held my son closer. 

I knew that what I was doing was not 
right—according to hospital rules. But 
could any woman—could anyone at all 
—blame me for wanting to see my own 
son? Other women had babies and 
within a few days were back home. But 
when I had had Mark there had been 
“complications,” and I had been waiting 
for weeks to take him home. What was 
worse, the “complications” made it im- 
possible for me to see my baby at all. 
And I just had to see him. I had waited 
so long, had hoped and dreamed for so 
long, and now, finally, my dreams—our 
dreams, really, Billy’s and mine—had 
come true, and little Mark had come. 
And now I couldn’t even see him, 
couldn’t hold or cuddle him . . . 

My mind went back to those first 
years with Billy . . . things hadn’t 
been completely perfect, but we had 
been happy. And we had wanted a baby 
so badly, that would have made it per- 
fect. A tiny little baby that would have 
made me feel like a complete woman. 
We had waited for so many years, and 
finally there had been the visit to the 
doctor .. . and his words . . . “I’m afraid 
your chances are pretty slim—about one 
in a hundred . . .” 

I held littlke Mark and cuddled him. 
He was a good baby, and didn’t cry. I 
looked at his tiny face with its down- 
soft hair and perfect little features and 
thought how much like Billy he looked, 
and even a little like me—just a little. 
And I wanted to cry. I thought about 
the last time Billy had come here to see 
me, and I had tried to tell how perfect 
littlke Mark was, how much like him he 
looked. 

“His eyes are just like yours,” I had 
said, “and his mouth. And he’s going 
to be the same color you are.” But Billy 
just turned away. Poor Billy, it was 
hurting him so much that I couldn’t 
come home with Mark, that we couldn’t 
be together as a family now that we 
finally were one. How long, I wondered, 
how much longer? 

I paused and listened—was that a 
noise outside the door? Just a little 
longer, please . . . just .a few more min- 
utes. Why did it have to be like this, 
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let oiliness, which helps to cause 
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Chase away those bad-complex- 
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ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
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Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, helps combat blackheads and 
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your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
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will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
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kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NapbINno.a, Chattanooga, Tenn. 
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this sneaking down here? I didn’t wan 
to, but I had to see my son, and sinc 
they wouldn’t let me, this was the only 
thing to do. 

I stared at his tiny face. His eye 
were puffy from sleep, and his hair was 
beginning to get little curls. His hand 
were so perfect, with tiny delicate litth 
fingers. He'll be big some day. | 
thought. just like his father, he'll be six 
feet tall, with broad shoulders. 

I suddenly thought of the docto 
again, and how. less than a year afte; 
his words, I had returned to him, this 
time not barren, not empty . . . I had 
gone not to make sure I was pregnant— 
I was already positive—I went to shoy 
him, almost to flaunt my pregnancy ai 
him—to say, “See, you said it probabh 
wouldn’t happen, that I would never bh 
complete . . . but look, I am now, I’n 
going to have a baby.” And it was true, 
he said, I was pregnant. But I must ge 
plenty of rest and sleep. It would be ven 
easy for me to lose it . . . 

| suddenly thought of the day, onh 
weeks after the visit to the doctor. : 
beautiful sunny day, when I started 
hemorrhaging, for no reason at all. | 
remember thinking, /t’s ridiculous, ii 
. . ve been getting plenty 
. And after that | 
can’t remember anything. 

Suddenly I heard voices outside the 
door. I hadn’t heard them coming at all. 

“Anything wrong?” someone wa 
asking. “Is there somebody in there?” 

“Oh, it’s probably only Mrs. Pitts 
She slipped out again, she must be dow: 
here. You’ve heard about her, haven! 
you? From upstairs, third floor psychi- 
atric ward? I don’t know how she man 


can't be. 
of rest and sleep . . 


” 


ages to get out like that . . . 

The door was opening. the nurse wa 
coming in. 

“Come on, Mrs. Pitts,” she said. ‘I 
thought we told you not to come down 
here any more.” 

She came over to me, her stiff while 
uniform rustling. “Give me the child’ 
she said sternly, taking the baby. 

I let her lead me out of the room ani 
into the corridor, where another nurs 
was standing. 

“I feel kind of sorry for her, really, 
the nurse was saying. “She never hurt 
any of them, just picks them up ani 
cuddles them .. . I guess that’s wh} 
nobody has ever done anything to makt 
sure she doesn’t get out. Poor thing... 

THE EN) 
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LIFES 
LITTLE 


N SAN FRANCISCO, Calif., while waiting to enter the ball park for the opening 
game, a man turned to his wife and said, “I wish I had brought the piano.’ 
When his wife asked why he answered, “Because I left the tickets on it.” 





* = * 


In Meridian, Miss., Boyd Riddings, found with 20,000 pounds of sugar and 
6,200 half-gallon jars in his truck, was charged with having material to manufac- 
ture non-taxed whiskey. Riddings explained that he was going to “sweeten his 
coffee” with the sugar and use the jars for “canning blackberries.” 


* x * 


In Dallas. Tex., a 45-year-old man was arrested on a drunkenness charge for 
walking a straight line and smoking. Reason? The line was the yellow stripe down 
the middle of Main Street, and he was smoking two cigarettes—one in each corner 
of his mouth. 


In London, Eng., an unidentified man dreamed he was demolishing a brick wall 
with a hammer, and awoke to find himself “hitting my wife’s head with my hand.” 
* * * 

In Lorain, Ohio, Franklin Wildenheim produced a new excuse for speeding when 
he explained to the patrolman: “Well, you see, officer, the car had been acting up 
and I wanted to get it home as soon as | could.” 


a * * 


In Henderson, N. C., an unidentified customer who cashed a worthless check at 
a shoe store was easily apprehended. He returned to the shoe store to complain 
that the shoes he bought pinched his feet. 


* * * 


In Buffalo, Wyo., Mr. and Mrs. Russell Miller opened their new license plates 
(made at Wyoming Penitentiary at Rawlins) and received a surprise message: 
“Help! I’m being held prisoner against my will. I ought to be in Oklahoma pen 
by the time you read this.” 


In Casper, Wyo., police arrested a man who claimed to be an FBI man, then 
released him when he explained that by FBI he had meant “full blooded Indian.” 


* * * 


In Hopkinsville, Ky., J. D. Jones was fined for driving without a license when 
the judge learned that he had not renewed his license since 1935 (when the price 
jumped from 50 cents to $1). 


In Dunn, N. C., a man was fined on a drunkenness charge even though he claimed 
someone threw a pitcher of whiskey on him while he sat on a porch and “some of it 
went down my throat.” 





Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 





This haw cream with triple act 

your hair a new softer luster with eh 
highlights that even enhances the beauty 
of tong flowing hair. It contains loads of 
LANOLIN AND RICH OILS to lubricate 
DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
ENDS; ITCHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps al! 
types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- 
ular size $1.10. If C.0.0. postage extra. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.O., New York 1, N.Y. 


SONG PUBLISHING 
CONTACTS... 


We set your poem to music and handle all 
contacts for you with America’s leading Song 
Publishers. Send poems today for FREE review. 
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P.O. Box 123, Dept.-10le Universal City * California 


*x* KNOW YOUR FUTURE 


Your hands can reveal SUCCESS in LIFE, LOVE, 

BUSINESS and HEALTH. Simplified Home Study 

Course in HAND ANALYSIS by APOLLO, Master 

Analyst. 

— ASTRO-PERSONALITY CHART _ included. 
CT NOW! Mail only $2.00 giving BIRTHDATE. 

waste APOLLO, P.O. Box 2430, Dept. 2a 

Hollywood 28, California 


Bea Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 


Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 


























Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St.,N.Y. 


>10° WORTH 


Famous LONG-AID 
Products 


YOURS-— 


for only *%1 


Get this BIG, BEAU- 
TIFUL KIT full famous 
Keystone-Long-Aid cos- 
metics—$10.19 VALUE, for ONLY $1.00 (to 
help cover cost packing, handling, etc.) Just 
Show It and make BIG MONEY—$100—$200 
—$300—regularly, selling Keystone-Long-Aid 
products in spare time or full time! HERE’S 
WHAT YOU GET: 7 regular, full size pack- 
ages popular, nationally advertised products, 
including Long-Aid K-7, Bleach And Glow 
Cream... everything you need to start making 
money the day you receive your Kit. You need 
no experience—we show you HOW to sell. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members your church. Send $1.00 TODAY— 
with your name, address—for your $10.19 value 
Keystone Kit and full details, sent POST PAID. 
NO C.0.D. Hurry! Offer Limited! 


KEYSTONE COSMETICS, DEPT. 2-G 
P. O. BOX 2026, MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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Smart Shoppers... Buy by BREWORAEWIED 












































CONFIDENCE 


BRAND 
NEVES 


SATISFACTION 


Smart shoppers are assured of 
Satisfaction when they buy by 

Brand Name because the specialized 

know-how of the manufacturer stands 


behind their purchases 


4 Brand Name is the manufacturer's 
guarantee of satisfaction—further 


endorsed by the retailer who sells it 


Brand Names give you publicly 
approved quality and value. for a 
Brand Name product has to earn its 


reputation against all competition 


Magazine advertising helps you get 
the most value for your money 
Choose a manufacturer's Brand 
Name you know and be sure of 


satisfaction! 


a 
BRAND NAME 


is a maker's 


reputation 


Brand Names Foundation. Inc 
137 Fifth Avenue. New York LO. N.Y 
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THE SINS OF RACHEL CADE 


The Sins Of Rachel Cade does not deal nearly so much with sin as it does with 
trial and tribulation. For this two-hour and nine-minute color film. Warner Bros. 
has dispatched blonde Protestant missionary-nurse Angie Dickinson to an African 
village, where upon her arrival the only other white person for miles around drops 
dead. The movie-goer quickly gets the feeling that here is a girl in a lot of trouble. 
Rachel’s problem turns out to be not one of being wanted, but rather of not being 
wanted. The African villagers. it seems, believe in the vengeful “God of the Moun- 
tain.” and any who contemplate Christianity face the scowling anger of the local 
witch doctor (Woody Strode). 

The plot thickens when a young doc- 
tor (Roger Moore) drops in, airplane 
and all. and helps Rachel get her hospital 
going while his broken leg mends. By 
the time he rejoins his RAF group it is 
apparent that he has left Rachel with 
something more than a thriving medical 
practice: in due course their son is born. 
and the entire village knows of Rachel’s 





indiscretion. 


A village of anger and fear. 


In addition to some fine acting by 
Errol John (as Kulu) and the dazzling 
beauty of Cia Dave (TAN cover, May. 61). the film features some novel advice by 
harem-keeper Frederick O’Neal who. when chastised for practicing polygamy. de- 
clares: “A rich and happy man must have many wives.” 


SHADOWS 


The movie Shadows is being hailed on Broadway as a film which came to the 
screen from “perhaps the strangest and most interesting auspices.” The picture 
was directed by actor John Cassavetes without a written play or a word of writ- 
ten dialogue, and on a piddling $40.000 budget. For 42 days and nights camera 


yeN\ and sound crews trailed 25 young people 





around New York City, recording what 
started as an exercise in action improvi- 


sation. The result was Shadows, which 
won the Venice Film Critics Award, the 
French Georges Auriol Award, and 


praise from New York critics. 
The film has two themes—the prob- 
lems of adolescents facing maturity, and 


of The 


story revolves around three members of 


the tensions interracial love. 
a Negro family—the fair sister (Lelia 
Goldoni), the fair, younger brother Ben 
(Ben Carruthers), both of whom live in 
a double world, and the dark-skinned 
older brother Hugh (Hugh Hurd), who has both feet firmly planted in a Negro 
world. 

The acting throughout is vigorous, dynamic, imaginative, sincere and good. The 
performances of Carruthers and Hurd are exceptional; Miss Goldoni, a dark-eyed 
beauty of Italian descent, plays the role of the Negro sister with charm and delicacy. 
Shadows is an exciting departure from ordinary cinema fare. It has originality. It 


has something to say, and says it with extraordinary freshness. 


A world of youth and tension. 











LIGHTER SKIN LOVELINES S$ 





the dey you were born. 
Has sun, wind, externally caused irritations 
and time caused your skin to darken, become 


Your skin was lovely 


blotchy, bumpy, rough, do coarse areas appear? 
Guard the attractive youthful look. It can add 
so much to your self-confidence. Give your 
skin a chance. Try Be-Gone Bleach Cream. 


Science has uncovered a way to help speed 
the natural peeling of the skin which leads 
to a baby fresh-like brightness and thrilling 
ehenees to your skin. This HYDROPHILIC 
FORMULA actually softens, smoothes, tight- 
ens skin pores, helps prevent externally 
caused irritations, bumps, and best of all 
lightens skin tones gloriously. Try Be-Gone 
Bleach Cream and you are not convinced 
that your skin is lighter looking, healthier, 
more resilient and alive than ever, your money 
will be cheerfully refunded. You can’t lose. 


ee ee 


Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 
Dept. YBS, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
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{| Send me the Latest Doctor’s Beauty 
| Booklet along with a jar of the Hydro- 
philic Form Be-Gone Skin Bleach. If 
I I am ny —y" pleased with the 
results of this new formula, I will tell 
: my friends. This trial is guaranteed to 
, geese me or my money back within 30 

ys. 
r tine ae I will pay $1.50 plus 
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City State 
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110 DISPLAY KIT 


sent FREE on rei: 


Here’s what you get Free . . . this beautiful 
Display Kit — complete with full size products, 
catalog, samples and our proven money mak- 
ing plan. Everything you need to start earning 
$50 to $250 regularly, even in just a few spare 
hours a week. ome a welcomed Lucky 
Heart Representative and see how easy it is 
to make extra money. SEND NO MONEY, 
just your name and address and your Free $10 
Cosmetic Kit will be sent postpaid. Offer 
Limited. Send for your Kit Now. 
4 Dept. 2G 

Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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ENOUGH 


HE PIANO was low and sad, with a 

throb that pushed you out of shape 
inside until your throat got tight and 
your eyes started burning with tears for 
the whole world and every lonely lover 
that ever lived. Sometimes though it was 
gay. almost frisky, with a rollicking 
clown-like humor that made you laugh 
and rock in your seat and nudge your 
neighbor and say: Isn’t he great 
though? That Sam . . . he makes music 
alive! He makes it live and love and cry 
and moan! 

That was Sam Callahan—long, loose 
and rangy with tawny skin and humor- 
ous eyes, making his piano talk for him 
night after night at The Campus, a little 
university hangout near the campus in 
Los Angeles. The first night I went with 


a group of kids to hear him I tried to 
struggle against the emotions his music 
stirred inside me. I couldn’t. And later 
I couldn’t struggle against the biggest 
emotion of all—love. Love for Sam Cal- 
lahan. 

“How about that wild piano, Donna?” 
the crowd raved later when Sam stopped 
for an intermission. It was like all feel- 
ing, all life had stopped. “See what 
you've been missing? You work too 
hard.” 

Maybe I was silly, but I didn’t like to 
be reminded by these handsome, care- 
free students that I had to work my way 
through college. Security was no prob- 
lem to them. They had indulgent parents 
behind them. Parents who could easily 
raise an allowance without eating ham- 























burger for a week. My dad drove a cab and there were three 
younger kids at home that needed upbringing. So, I worked 
ny way through college—tutoring children and doing light 
housekeeping in exchange for a room at Professor Andrews’ 
house. It was grueling work being in classes all day, then 
ramming in study between jobs. There wasn’t much time for 
play. But it was either go to college or end up marrying a 
dish washer and part-time bookie like my sister Elsie’s hus- 
band. Or a fellow like my brother Ben who mopped floors 
ul! day and got drunk every Saturday night. No, I'd deter- 
‘ined three years ago when | was sixteen that I was going 
to marry a man with clean fingernails. A man that didn’t 
‘ain't.” A man with polish and class and all the poten- 

tial to get a decent job with a future. A college man. 

Oh. | was so confident. I had it all worked out. And then 
| had to go and fall for that tender. humorous Sam Callahan. 
Vy date, Rob Crandall, told a waiter to get Sam to the table 
for a drink that night. When he joined us | kept watching 
his slender hands tapping on the table as if the music he 
played was still pulsing inside him. The crowd watched him 

<pectantly. He sat quietly, a little smile playing around 





Rob said sulkily, grinding out his cigarette. 

“He’s trying to.say something, Rob, and I’m trying to 
listen. That’s all.” 

He shrugged disdainfully, letting his cigarette ashes care- 
lessly drop on his cashmere sweater as he scraped back his 
chair to leave. The rest of the crowd followed unquestion- 
ingly, like sheep. | gazed steadily up at him. not moving. 
Spoiled. arrogant, he expected me to meekly follow after 
him like I'd willingly done the four months we'd been dating. 
Rob Crandall, brilliant and well-bred. And singling me out 
for his girl—probably his wife when he got his degree and 
graduated in the spring. It had meant so much to me until 
now. “I don’t feel like leaving,” I said cooly. The rest of the 
kids were silent, watching us curiously. Little Donna Crain 
talking back to Rob. They couldn’t believe it. I hardly could 
myself, but I was tired of being taken for granted just be- 
cause my background wasn’t quite up to par in Rob’s group. 
It was Sam’s fault that | was rebelling. Sam had made me 
feel suddenly very special. 

“You got a thing about that beat musician or something?” 
Rob laughed. 


LOVE WASN'T ENOUGH 


Was it so wrong to want a little security, for myself, 


for our baby, to want something more than the small, 


dingy walkup, where there was hardly room for the piano? 


his mouth. He was out of his element without his piano and 
he knew it. The polished, sophisticated chatter of my friends 
rose about him. shutting him out. His eyes met mine and | 
smiled, knowing how horrible it is to be an outsider because 
\'d always felt like that deep inside amidst this college crowd. 
| began to talk to him about Shearing and Garner and Oscar 
Peterson, the top jazz pianists in the country. He was cut 
loose then. He was on his own ground—in his own world. 
He talked then while the crowd listened intently. They let 
Sam feel important for a few minutes. 

When it was time for him to play again, he seemed relieved 
to escape the bright kids that flung their money around in 
the small joint, expecting Sam to perform like a puppet. As 
he passed by my chair, he said so low that only | heard it. 

You're nice, Donna—like your name.” 

\fter that I was the only one who listened enraptured 
while Sam played. All around me the crowd became restless 
ind bored. “Hey Donna, you really dig that guy, don’t you?” 


”) 


“Maybe | have.” | shrugged. “Maybe I want to stick 
around awhile and find out.” 

They all trooped out. Rob leading the way. | sipped my 
beer. feeling slightly self-conscious sitting at the hig table 
alone. Then I glanced at Sam Callahan, unable to fight the 
butterflies in my stomach. He was watching me just like | 
knew he would be. | saw his dark brows lift questioningly 

. saw his slow smile. Oh, he knew I was irresistibly at- 
tracted to him all right, knew it because he’d felt the pull 
between us, too. He commented on it later as he walked me 
to the door of the Professor’s house. “So you gave your boy- 
friend the gate for old Sam.” he said amused. “You know 
you probably made the biggest mistake of your life, Donna.” 

He took my hand, gently tracing the fingers before he 
lifted it to his cheek. There was something so tender about 
the gesture. I felt my heart constrict. “I... I like you, 
Sam.” | said softly. He’s too thin, I was thinking crazily, 
and his cuffs are frayed. He needs (Continued on Page 69) 
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ew CAME INTO my room without bothering to 
knock. She bumped her toe on Angie’s crib and 

aid something under her breath. 
‘Aren’t you dressed yet? Fred’s downstairs, waiting 


Yr you. 
“I! know,” I said. “I heard him.” I'd been lying there 
) the half-darkness hoping that Fred Wiley wouldn’t 
ome over tonight, knowing darn well that he would. He 
always did on Wednesday. I sighed and got up and 
sulled on a skirt and sweater. Mom watched critically. 

“What about your hair?” 

| picked up the comb and took two quick swipes at the 
ont of my hair. What was it about going down to meet 
ed that was so difficult? As Mom pointed out at least 


a dozen times a day, there was nothing wrong with him, 
he was even reasonably good-looking. If you happened 
to like men with dark, secret, almost-scowling faces. He 
was also thirty years old and his hair was thin already, 
but who was I to pick and choose? 

Angie slept soundly. | smoothed the light cotton 
blanket over her and picked up her empty bottle. Fred 
frowned when he saw me coming down the stairs with 
it. Maybe it spoiled it for him, I mean here was his date 
coming to meet him, carrying the baby’s bottle. Mom 
snatched it from me and disappeared into the kitchen 
with it. 

“Hi, Fred.” He stood up awkwardly and sat back 
down again as I settled on the couch next to him. “Any- 
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thing good on TV?” 

Wagon Train.” He had the 
sound turned up twice as loud as I like 
it. [| thought of how it would be if I 
married Fred, and how he’d sit there 
When the 
commercial came on he said, “We might 
walk over to the Dairy Bar after the pro- 


Sure 


watching his TV westerns. 


gram’s over. Might be our last chance 

it closes for the winter.” 
‘Sounds good,” I said. Actually. the 

Dairy Bar was the last place I wanted 


to £0 


before 


It was a school hangout and if 
there were any kids I knew parked in 
the lot they couldn’t help seeing us walk 
up to the window—it was flooded with 
spotlights. They weren’t my crowd any 
more. maybe they never had been really. 


but | was still terribly sensitive about 


what they thought and said. I tried hard 
to keep my new world—my factory job, 
my boy friend—carefully separated 


from the old world of East Clairmont 
High 
East High! 


had then 


Gee. the biggest worries I 
could talk 


Mom into a new pair of shoes or if I 


were whether I 


should wear a blue sweater instead of 
a green one. A lifetime ago—was it 
only last year? Yes, exactly a year ago. 
October. and I was almost sixteen. and 
a sophomore. 

Sophomores don’t count for much 
but I counted for less than that. 
I had 
but I wasn’t aggressive 


But | worked 


on my appearance—my hair and 


anyway 
| mean | was kind of a nothing. 
girl friends, 
enough to attract boys. 


hard 


my not-so-bad face and my not-bad-at- 
all figure—and I had hopes. I felt like 
something big would happen soon, you 


know ? 


tice me 


Like the boys were going to no- 
and wonder where I’d been. 

The big football game was with West 
of the 


East side of town—vwell, it’s 


Clairmont, on the other side 
river. The 
not quite as fancy. but every time we 
beat West High we kind of make up a 
little for that and I guess that’s why it 
the night of the 
game everybody is so worked up they 
can hardly sit still. 


24 


means so much. By 


The night before, we had a bonfire 
and pep rally. The Booster’s Club had 
made crepe paper pompons in the 
school colors and we worked out cheer- 
ing routines with them. Then Coach in- 
troduced the football team and we yelled 
for each one of them, and the principal 
talked about being good sports if we 
lost. When the rally broke up and I was 
walking off the field I noticed I'd 
dropped one of my pompons some- 
where. Darn! If I did find it, it would 
probably be trampled. But I went back 
and there it was. I bent down to pick it 
up and someone stepped squarely on my 
hand. 

“Ouch!” I gave a little yelp of pain. 

“Hey—sorry!” I straightened up. At 
first all | saw was a boy and then I saw 
the orange and black varsity jacket and 
realized that it was Bud Leach. a senior 
tackle. 





something I didn’t hear. I stood there 
stupidly for a moment and then ran to 
catch up with my girl friends. 

“Guess what?” I said brightly, “Bud 
Leach just stepped on my hand back 
there!” There were squeals of interest. 

“Did he stop, for goodness sake?” 
Rosalie Loar demanded. 

“Oh, sure, he was talking to me—and 
he felt my hand.” 

icy hand that Bud Leach stepped 
on!” Ginny declared reverently, holding 
it up. 

We all laughed, and I felt wonderful. 
Now I had a certain player to root for. 
Mom just couldn’t understand how | 
could be so excited over a football game. 

At last we were sitting in the stadium 
and the game was wild. I tried to watch 
Bud, but it was hard to pick him out 
after the uniforms got muddy. One of 
the West players got hurt—pretty bad. 


Just think about toda ce & hept telling 


myself, not later when P. te finds out 


about you. And it worked—until hie 


day I opened the door and there he was 





“Let me see it—did I hurt you bad?” 

“Oh. no.” I said breathlessly. “And it 
wasn’t your fault. I was just picking up 
this pompon—” my voice trailed off. 
Bud Leach had taken my hand in his 
huge paw and was carefully feeling the 
bones. 

“Well, I’m glad I wasn’t wearing my 
spikes. anyway.” he smiled. and the light 
of the bonfire flickered on his face. For 
a high school boy he was enormous, he 
that he had 


heavy eyebrows and a wide, crooked 


towered over me. I saw 


smile. Not handsome, but kind of power- 
ful looking. 
“Do I know you?” 
at me in a puzzled way. 
“I don’t think we ever actually met. 
I’m Judy Philips.” Wouldn’t you know. 


another boy called to him just then and 


He kept looking 


in a second he was gone. murmuring 


| guess, because he didn’t come back 
in the game—and it was East all the 
way after that. 
hoarse. 

My girl friends and I followed the 
crowd to the Rec—the city recreation 
center. It was East High’s night to howl. 
It took us half an hour to get a bottle of 
pop and squeeze ourselves into a booth, 
the place was so packed. There was a 
commotion at the door and the football 
players came in together. Some time 


We screamed ourselves 


later Bud Leach passed our booth, rec- 
ognized me, and stopped. 
‘“How’s the hand?” 

“Oh. they think they can save it.” I 
smiled at him in what I hoped was an 
Now, Judy Philips. is 
your chance, | thought. Seconds later I 
The small floor 


was so crowded we could only shuffle 


inviting way. 


was dancing with him. 
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ground, but we talked, and | was con- 
gious of curious eyes on me. 

“Know what you remind me of?” he 
asked suddenly. 

“What?” 

“A rabbit—a little, soft, scared bunny 
rabbit.” 

“But I’m not scared,” I protested. 

“Aren't you?” He made a funny face 
at me. After that he started calling me 
“Rabbit.” I didn’t mind. I really was a 
little scared. Later Bud said we were 
going to someone’s house, like it was 
taken for granted that I was with him. 
| went to the lavatory to comb my hair 
and fix my lipstick and Rosalie Loar 
burst in excitedly. 

“Judy! He’s really flipped—anybody 
can see it—he was asking me all about 
you!” 

“But what did you say?” 

“Don’t worry, kid, I built you up. | 
told him you'd been around. and dated 
plenty.” 











“But he'll know that isn’t true—” 

“I told him you dated guys in the 
service, and West High boys. mostly.” 

“Oh, Rosalie, | wish you hadn’t 

“Now go on out there and knock him 
dead!” She pushed me triumphantly 
through the door, as proud as if she was 
going with Bud. | couldn’t tell her. of 
course, about the sneaking suspicion | 
had in my mind—it would have sounded 
crazy to say that | didn't actually like 
Bud Leach very much! 

We left the Rec with two other cou- 
ples and piled into Gus Jackson’s car. 
The others were all seniors. but they 
called me Rabbit and treated me like 
they'd known me all the time. We drove 
around a lot of twisting cinder streets to 
the house where Gus’s girl lived. I never 
did find out where her parents were, but 
they sure weren't home. Down in the 
hasement they had a record player and 
some old couches and chairs and a 
cleared space for dancing. Another car- 
load of kids arrived and the party got 
under way. 

As we danced Bud squeezed me like a 
bear. He was a rough dancer. He was 
pretty rough about everything, in fact, 
including the way he talked. Pretty soon 
only two couples were dancing and they 
were necking more than dancing. There 
was one of those porch lounge things 
and Bud and I sat down on it. I tried to 
sit up straight, but he was all stretched 
out and he kept pulling me back beside 
him. Finally I had to kind of relax 


against him and let him kiss me. I shut 
my eyes and it wasn’t so bad and yet | 
still didn’t like him. That’s what I don’t 
understand and never will. | guess, why 
I let him do it when all the time I didn’t 
really feel anything for him. I just know 
[ was all keyed-up with the excitement 
of the game and being with this crowd. 
It was like | was drunk without having 
anything to drink. 

The boys said that Coach was letting 
them break training tonight because 
they'd won the game. Bud had a ciga- 
rette. 

“I’m going to break every one of the 
rules before morning,” he said, and 
everybody practically died laughing. I 
didn’t know what the rules were, outside 
of staying out late and drinking and 
smoking. I told him I'd have to leave at 
twelve because Mom would expect me 
home after the Rec closed. He borrowed 
Gus’s car. 

Now it was just Bud and | in the car 
and he parked behind the railroad cul- 
vert instead of driving me straight home. 
He might as well have come right out 
and said what was in his look. Come 
across, Judy! Every girl at East High 
would have liked to walk out of Rec 
with me tonight, but I gave you the 
chance. I was nice to you so now it’s 
your turn. 

“So you like guys from West High?” 
he demanded suddenly, reaching for me. 

“Not really—” I said desperately. Be- 
fore I could say I didn’t even know any, 
his mouth came down hard on mine. 

“Tl show you how we do it at East!” 
he bragged. We necked—messy kisses— 
and his hands were all over me. I felt 
like | was being drowned and smothered 
at the same time. | shut my eyes and 
prayed something would happen to stop 
him, because | already knew I couldn’t, 
but instead he pushed me down on the 
seat and fumbled at my clothes, panting 
like some animal. I shuddered all over 
and tears ran down my face, but I 
couldn’t make a sound. | hated him and 
hated myself more for being a coward, 
for letting him do this to me. I felt a 
stabbing pain and choked off a scream 
in my throat. 

“You're hurting me!” | whimpered. 
*Please—please!” And then he was 
through, rolling away from me with a 
grunt. 

“My God,” he said. “I didn’t want to 
have to rape you.” Fresh tears poured 


down my face. (Continued on Page 60) 
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e a mother. She put down her 

pushed a wisp of hair back 
race. 

she said, “honey—I wish 

t until next year to start dat- 

n’t mind a coke date in the 

but to go to a dance at night 

1 just rather you wouldn’t!” 

lowed. “This boy—he’s real 

He’s from Miami, and 

ior, and drives a swell car—” 

mouth kind of twitched. “I 

And that’s final. I don’t 

roing around in a car at night 

like that. He sounds fast to 








I had to wait until Mom was in bed—usualls 
about ten. Then Id ease open the front door 

and hurry down the dark street. I didn’t like 
sneaking out, but itwas theonly way | 


could see Cade—and | just had to see him 


me.” She took a deep breath. “Heidi— 

if you only knew the trouble you could 

get in—” 
“Trouble! 


Wearing a pretty dress and being popu- 


Just going to a dance? 


lar and having fun? That isn’t my idea 


"99 


of trouble!” I was almost crying. “Oh 


Mom please—please say I can go!” | 
kept remembering Cade’s dark eyes, his 
nice smile, the warmth and interest in 
the way he looked at me and smiled at 
me. Actually, it wasn’t the dance I was 
interested in as much as it was Cade. 

“I told you no and I mean it,” Mom 
said. She did mean it. And there was no 
use in my begging because it wouldn’t 
help. Mom was just too darned strict 
about boys! Most mothers, I told my- 
self, would have been thrilled if their 
daughters had been asked to the biggest 
dance of the year, by the best looking 
boy at school! 

I just hated to tell Cade that I couldn’t 
go, but I did. His eyes looked just as 
disappointed as | felt. 

“What’s wrong with your Mom?” he 
asked, his voice a little sharp. ““Doesn’t 
she trust the male sex?” 

I didn’t like the way he said it, but I 
guess I couldn’t blame him for being 
peeved with my Mom. I shook my head. 
“She just thinks I ought to wait until 
I’m sixteen before I start dating at 
night,” I told him. “Gee, Cade—I’m 
awfully sorry! I really did want to go!” 

He took my hands in his, and my 
breath caught in my throat. “I really 
he said huskily. 
“Okay—so we'll forget about the dance. 


go for you, Heidi,” 


But could you date me that night? Get 
We could 


just ride around and talk and get better 


out of the house somehow? 


acquainted.” 

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell 
him that I couldn’t possibly fool my 
Mom that way, but then I thought sud- 
denly that Cade was giving up this swell 
dance, just to take me for a ride or some- 
thing! After all—he could have asked 
somebody else— 

I stared up at him. His eyes were wait- 
ing for my answer, and as I stood there, 
his hand on mine, I suddenly felt his 
finger stroke my wrist just a tiny bit. 
An unexpected thrill shot through me. 

“Please, Heidi,” Cade said, his eyes 
very bright. “You’ve got to go out with 
me. You’re the cutest little thing I’ve 
ever seen!” He pulled me a little closer 
to him, there in the school hall, and | 
saw two boys walk by and grin. 


“Cade,” I said; “they—I don’t want 
those boys thinking the wrong thing!” 

“What’s wrong about my being crazy 
about you and wanting to date you? Tell 
your mother that you’re going to a girl 
friend’s or something.” 

I'd never lied to my mother, and | 
felt like I just couldn’t do it. The night 
Cade wanted to see me was Saturday— 
only two days off. Most of the time, I 
tried to think of the right words to tell 
him that I couldn’t lie to Mom. But then, 
on Friday, Mom told me she’d been 
asked to serve at a buffet supper at the 
Milners’, and that she could make ten 
dollars just working the evening and 
then helping with dishes. I started think- 
ing about how I’d be home alone. Then, 
I felt kind of guilty and I tried to get 
a baby-sitting job, so I wouldn’t even be 
tempted to lie to Mom and sneak out to 
see Cade. 

But it was as if everything was on 
the side of Cade’s and my seeing each 
other that next night. I couldn’t find a 
sitting job, and when Mom left to go to 
work, she just kissed me briefly and said 
she probably wouldn’t be home till late. 

Cade had told me he’d be at the cor- 
ner at eight and, if I could come, to meet 
him there. After Mom left, I brushed 
my teeth and my hair and took a quick 
bath. Then, I slipped into my new apple- 
green sweater that Mom had got me for 
my birthday. She’d got it two sizes too 
big, as if she was afraid my figure might 
show or something. Now, on an impulse, 
I scrambled through my dresser drawer 
and found a wide belt. I put it on, draw- 
ing it tight around my waist, and pull- 
ing my sweater back tight over my 
breasts. Then, I got scared, thinking | 
might look cheap, so I made it a little 
looser. 

Cade was waiting for me in his big 
car. When he saw me, he jumped out of 
the car and hugged me. “Gee, honey— 
I was scared you wouldn’t come!” 

It was nice inside his car, and | felt 
suddenly terribly conscious of the poor 
district where I lived—the big mill, the 
dark shadows, the cheap tavern at the 
corner, the little houses lining the street. 

I touched Cade’s arm. “Let’s ride 
someplace where it’s nice.” 

He looked at me, his eyes very bright 
and warm. “Anyplace that’s private is 
nice, honey.” 

For a boy who was new in town, Cade 
sure seemed to know his way around 
Harpersville. (Continued on Page 56) 


29 








| WAS A fool for gambling. Like an 

alcoholic needs liquor or like a dope 
iddict needs a fix, I needed the feel of 
1 smooth deck of cards in my hands. 

Slouched in a chair with my elbows 
ent on the edge of a green, felt-topped 
gambling table, as the rays of a bright 
verhead light knifed their way through 
1 smoke-filled back room, I was as “at 

me” as if I were in my own bed. 

But then again, I may not have been 

fool. 

For, when the games broke up in the 
ee hours of a Saturday morning, I was 
ilmost invariably the only one to leave 
with his shirt still on his back and a 
vocket stuffed with enough money to 
keep me from having to work the fol- 
lowing week. I never worked. 

[ just waited around until the boys 
ompleted their week’s grind at the 
plant. We met early Friday evenings, 
) that half-darkened back room, where 
[ proceeded to divest them of enough 
f their loot to live like a king the fol- 

wing week. 

Life was good. And easy. Life was a 
ard game, and with the knowledge that 
here was no one around who could 

lethrone” me I was on top. With a 

garette dangling out of the corner of 

mouth, and a face like a mask, I 
yuld calmly unfold my uncanny skill 
poker, black jack, stud, or any other 
game where there was money to be won. 

In the ten years I had been playing, 

didn’t know what hard times or 
oubles were . . . until it was too late. 

[ had been “King of Cards” in that 
limly-lit back room for so long that I 
ever stopped to realize that there are 
ther things in life besides gambling. 
Even when I met Clara, around whom 
there were danger signs as big as some 
f the lights advertising things in Times 
quare, | didn’t get the message—until 

late. I couldn’t interpret the signs 
cause it never dawned on me that 
here are other people in the world be- 
sides me, that I really wasn’t king of 
iything. 

The signs shouted to me: “Beware. 
Either give up cards or give up Clara.” 
But | had my cake, and I was going to 
at it, too. Or so I thought. 

it had started fifteen years ago, when 
[ was 14. | was the oldest of four chil- 
lren. We lived squashed together in a 
four-room apartment where my dad held 

poker (Continued on Page 64) 


In poker the odds on me winning were 


something like 99 to 1. But love 


isn’t a deck of cards—if I took a 


chance, and lost, there wouldn’t be 


any “next” game to make it up on 








“Jim, [ve got to 
see you, Clara 
said.. .but I guess 
she knew all the 
time there was no 


use trying tocom- 


pete with adeck of 


cards—she al- 
ways would come 


second in my life 
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aI HAD A ROUGH TIME getting the three dol- 

lars from Mom. 

_ “Next spring you might not even be in 
school!” she said. “So why you gotta have your 
picture in the yearbook?” 

“Don’t bet I won’t be in school,” I whispered 
under my breath. If I never did anything else I 
was going to graduate from Vocational High! 
All the dreary nights I’d labored over shorthand 
translations and done bookkeeping pages over 
and over until they were neat—it was all going 
to pay off. You could see the New York skyline 

from the dingy Jersey street where we lived, and 


my diploma was the ticket that would take me “You've 4 ot all the 

to New York, to a good job in one of those tall 

buildings. , a, 
“I already had the picture taken, Mom,” I makings of a model, 


argued. “If I don’t pay for it they’ll sue me.” 
“They won’t-sue,” she said. “Let ’em try!” : ’ 
“I'll pay you back when I baby-sit this week- David said. “I could 
end,” I told her, and took the money out of her 
purse. I left her staring into her coffee cup, 
still muttering. 
Some mother! But I knew girls who had worse 






put you on top.” It 





was fantastic—and 






wonderful. So I let 






him take the pictures, 






the way he wanted... 







I couldn’t have 





stopped if I tried 














































oe keep away from boys th at wh 
fell that much & 





nd at least I had a decent stepfather. 

r Carl—we didn’t know when he’d 

t out of the sanitarium. He was a res- 

irant cook and the city made him get 

rular health checks, which was a good 

:. They’d caught the spot on his lung 

ght away and the doctor said he would 

t better, it was just a matter of rest 

treatment. 

Mom hadn’t worked since Carl mar- 

ed her, but now she had to. The first 

jobs she tried didn’t pan out, but 

third one seemed to suit her, cashier 

an all-night movie theater. She got 

home just as I was getting up and we 
| had our breakfast together. 

My real father was a soldier. I was 

n in 1944. Mom says she knew his 

name, but I doubt it. I used to think he’d 

e back to find her someday and when 

he found out he had a daughter he’d 

bring me presents and take us away C 

mewhere—oh, I was full of corny j= 

But growing up in this area you 

to know everything there is to know 





about life—the way it’s lived in the P 
When I was old enough to go out I 
th boys I didn’t run the streets. I a 


ed in school and told myself I wasn’t When I finally found out about David, after 


e to be like Mom, a pushover for 
guy. I knew there was something ° : 
(al wae dane be it was too late, I thought I hated him 
[here were plenty of boys at Voca- ; . . 
but they mostly took the shop the same time that I knew IJ still loved him, i 


1 printing courses, so I didn’t have 





lasses wi i ith a . . . I 
van tas = es until my heart was one big pain that seem | 

When we lined up at noon hour with the ‘ t 
f the seniors to pay for the year to fill all of me—and wouldn't go away 

1k photos, I realized that everyone 1 
rdering extra copies. 

How many billfold size are you get- 
Rada?” Marian Kost asked me. 


[ don’t know,” I said uneasily, “I 
forgot to tell Mom about extra ones.” 
| figure at least thirty, to exchange,” | 
body else said. | 
I'd forgotten about exchanging | 





see 











pictures! And the prices were so high. 
I took the best proof out of the envelope 
and gave it to the man for the yearbook. 

“No other copies,” I mumbled quick- 
ly and plunked down my money. There 
was a vague idea in my mind about a 
photography studio down in our neigh- 
borhood and | stuffed the other proofs 
in my pocket. 

On my way home I stopped at the 
place I remembered. It was a narrow 
little shop with dusty, fly-specked pic- 
tures in the display case and a dingy 
sign that said DAVID FAITH, PHO- 
TOGRAPHER—Passport Photos Our 
Specialty. I shrugged my shoulders 
and pushed the door open. A little bell 
jangled. 

I heard someone moving around in 
the back room and I turned to study the 
pictures on the wall. Some of them were 
pretty good. There were some really 
good wedding portraits. 


“Something I can do for you?” I 
whirled around. I remembered a funny 
old man who'd had this studio and that 
was who I expected to see. But instead 
it was a young man, almost like a col- 
lege boy. Well, maybe not that young— 
his crew-cut brown hair had a speck of 
gray in it. He wore a sweater and a pair 
of old flannel slacks and dark-rimmed 
glasses. He was cute. 

“I—I need some billfold size pictures 
made,” I stammered, bringing out the 
proofs. 

“Haven’t you got a print, or nega- 
tive?” He looked doubtful. 

“No,” I answered truthfully, “just 
these.” 

“Well, if you haven’t got fingerprints 
all over them—and they’re not too faded 
—” He held them up. “This is your best 
one.” 

“How much would it cost?” 

“Fifty cents to copy the proof. Two 
dozen for a dollar. You need these for 
job applications?” 

“No, I’m a senior in high school,” I 
explained. “The kids in the class ex- 
change them.” He seemed to be staring 
at me. 

“I could have them for you tomor- 
row.” 

“Well, I—I couldn’t pay until Mon- 
day.” 

“Make it Monday, then,” he agreed 
cheerfully. “Name?” 

“Rada Michaels.” Why did he keep 
looking at me that way? He studied my 
face and it wasn’t that come-on look I 
knew so well, or that drooling look, 
either. I didn’t know just what it was. 
I picked up my books. 

“What happened to the old man that 
used to be here?” I asked. 

“He died last year. I bought out his 
equipment and lease. The widow said 
he had a good business,” his laugh was 
bitter, “but so far it’s been nothing but 
weddings!” 

I smiled at him, and left. 

I only made two dollars over the 
weekend and Mom didn’t let me forget 
that it didn’t cover the cost of the photo. 

“Keep it for your lunch money,” she 
said grudgingly, “and don’t forget you 
still owe me three!” So of course I 
couldn’t ask her for another dollar and 
a half, it just meant eating lunch for a 
week on the fifty cents I’d have left. And 
I was used to going without lunch. 

He had the pictures ready for me. 

“You like them? I could take a bet- 


ter one of you. They don’t even bother 
to pose you for these school shots.” 

“They’re fine.” 

“Look.” He was staring at me again. 
“Would you mind taking your coat 
off?” 

“W—what?” Instinctively, I backed 
away, shocked. 

“Hey, don’t get scared! I didn’t mean 
—don’t get me wrong—I have this idea 
about you, see?” ; 

“What idea?” I asked suspiciously. 

“You're tall and your facial structure 
is good—wonderful cheekbones—but I 
want to see if you have the figure for a 
model.” 

“A model?” I repeated blankly. I still 
thought he was kidding, but almost au- 
tomatically I unbuttoned my coat. 

“But you're great,” he whistled. 
“You’ve got that hungry look.” 

“You'd have a hungry look, too,” I 
retorted, “on my meals. Coffee and do- 
nuts for breakfast and my lunch 
money’s going to pay for these pic- 
tures.” 

“Look here.” He picked up a maga- 
zine, leafed through it. There were pic- 
tures of slender girls in rich suits, gor- 
geous formals, trailing furs in their 
hands like they were handkerchiefs. 
“These are the highest paid girls in New 
York,” he said, “and I could swear 
you've got the makings. Everything— 
your eyes, your mouth—why don’t you 
bring your lipstick out to the corners of 
your mouth? You're hiding your best 
feature.” 

This is too fantastic, I thought. It 
couldn’t happen to me—there’s a catch 
somewhere. Hadn’t I read about phony 
modeling rackets, studios where girls 
posed naked? I started to button my 
coat hastily and he must have guessed 
what I was thinking. 

“Please, Miss Michaels—Rada. I’m 
on the level. You can check on me with 
the Better Business Bureau. I’m not run- 
ning one of these peep-show deals. | 
don’t mean I want you to pose in the 
nude. But you could help me a lot if you 
would let me make some shots of you. | 
can’t afford regular modeling fees, but | 
could pay you a little.” There was sin- 
cerity written all over him. He just 
couldn’t be a crook or a sex maniac and 
look like that. And he was offering me 
a chance at something fabulous. I'd 
dreamed of being a secretary—but a 
fashion model. Little shivers were going 
all over me! (Continued on Page 51) 
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one of six new songs for his repertoire, 
tts heart and soul into work. When he started 
he was so young that twelve managers turned 
yecause they feared voice would change. Now 
zer, he plans to play nightclubs, make movie. 


Demons 
with his 
of step: 
Record 
singer, 

Dance | 
dancers 





Preparing for night of recording, Chubby and Park- 
way Records A & R man David Appell go over 
score, Chubby studied music at Settlement Music 
School around corner from his home in Philadel- 
phia, always wanted to be singer. When on stage, he 
always picks out one girl in audience, sings to her. 



















GUESS ’D BETTER START by 

saying that right now I can’t really 
think seriously of getting married at all. 
I've been so busy with singing engage- 
ments, cutting records, and all the other 
things that are necessary in this line of 
business, that I’ve hardly had time for 
even a casual date, certainly not the kind 
of serious relationship that a genuine 
contemplation of marriage would call 
for. 

But looking ahead a few years to the 
time when I hope I’ll have things more 
in control, I guess the best way to de- 
scribe the kind of girl I’d like to marry 
is to say that she should be for real—a 
girl who is intelligent, has a good sense 
of humor, a nice personality. and a 
pretty good outlook on—and a good un- 
derstanding of—life itself. 

By that I mean, she should realize 
that life is not the easy. happy-go-lucky, 
“nice” thing that a lot of people would 
like to think: I found that out when | 
started on my singing career. | always 
used to think that being a popular sing- 
er would be an easy way to make a liv- 
ing. And then I became a singer and 
found out that it’s not all peaches and 
cream at all—it’s a lot of hard work, 
sweat and tears. Just like life—you 
learn a lot, and in the end it’s certainly 
worth it, but it’s almost never easy go- 
ing. | guess I could never ever be at- 
tracted for long to the kind of girl who 





Demonstrating dance that is synonymous 
with his name, Chubby goes through some 
of steps he originated in “The Twist.” 
Record not only launched his career as 
singer, but started national dance craze. 
Dance has no basic steps. says Chubby, 
dancers just move chest, hips, and arms. 
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nately playing with mother, Chub- 
rm, outgiving, has deep respect for 
Father, Raymond Evans, is a steve- 
ther a power machine operator. 


still believed that life is a pleasant, care- 
free thing—she just wouldn’t have 
grown up enough for me. 

Actually, in spite of the superficial 
glamor, this life is pretty lonely—busy, 
but still lonely. I’m alone in dressing 


in hotels, even when I’m on 


rooms, 
stage. There’s no gang that I can hang 


out with, my job doesn’t have any kind 
of regular hours. and the only home | 
can return to after work most of the 
time is a comfortable but lonely hotel 
room. I guess what I'll look for most in 
the kind of girl I’d like to marry is an 
understanding of and sympathy for this 
kind of living. 

Looks have never been real important 
to me; I would never require beauty, or 
even a pretty face, and whether a girl is 
short or tall, fat or thin, is only inci- 
dental in my consideration of her. About 





the only requirement I have is that sh 
should be attractive to me; there sho 
be something about her that attracts m 
attention, that holds my interest. Usua 
it’s her eyes—not beautiful eyes. but in 
teresting eyes, eyes that tell me some 
thing about her. I think just about ¢ 
erybody’s eyes give them away; if ya 
take the trouble to notice, you can tel 
exactly what a person really thinks by 
his eyes. 

\t almost every show I’ve been ig 
there has been some one girl in the audi 
ence that I just know I could go for 
| ever got to know her. I can usua 
pick her out right away, and after th 
I sing just to her. It’s hard to say wh 
kind of girl she'll be. what she'll loa 
like . 


any one particular thing I look for—ik 


light skin, or long hair—and I never 
Se 
fav 
rar 





. . her looks vary, there’s neve 


Scoring, Chubby joins in volleyball game at former high school. Volleyball was his 
favorite sport. Coach recalls Chubby as fun loving, honest, liked by all students. Singer 
rarely has time any more for any sports, hectic singing schedule keeps him very busy. 


Appearing on TV show American Bandstand, Chubby receives gold print of “The Twist” 
from show’s emcee Dick Clark. Record sales for song soared above million mark, made 
dance popular. He’s hailed as “freshest new talent to come from South Philadelphia.” 


Appearing in lunch room of alma mater South Philadelphia 
High School, Chubby upsets entire school. Rock ’n’ roller Fabian 
is also a graduate of school. Singers gave benefit to raise funds 
to buy suits for football team, show sold out, 5,000 attended. 








| 1 m3 your cHILD HAs 
| A BAD SORE THROAT.. 
| your doctor, especially if there is 
fficulty in swallowing, swollen neck 
rlands, high fever, nausea or vomiting. 
Prompt treatment of “strep” throat 
| .n prevent rheumatic fever and rheu- 
matic heart disease. 


2 IF YOU THINK YOU HAVE 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE... 
your doctor. Only he can tell. He 
1 usually control it and decrease the 
unces of heart damage or “stroke”. 


3 STROKES ARE NOT HOPELESS.. 


Many patients can be treated effec- 
ely. Invalidism can be prevented or 


luced. 


ir Heart Fund dollars helped to 
oduce these advances. But heart dis- 

is still the nation’s #1 health 
emy. Further progress depends upon 
ir support of medical research. 


GIVE to the 





Ask your Heart 
Association for these and 
other helpful pamphlets. 


HEART FUND 








know until I’ve found her. But I find 
her at almost every show. She just looks 
a certain kind of way, and I know | 
could really like her—if I ever got to 
know her. But after the show is over, she 
goes home and | go back to my dressing 
room, and | never see her again. 

I guess it’s really better that way. As 
| said before, my career takes up almost 
all of my time. and it wouldn’t be fair 
to any girl to ask her to go steady, or get 
engaged. or to marry a guy she saw only 
once every few months. I used to have 
a steady girl in Philadelphia, but two 
months after I started the act, we broke 
up. It just seemed better that way. I 
never had time to take her out or even 
just visit her. It didn’t seem fair to her. 

If | loved a girl enough to want to 
marry her. | would want her near me all 
the time and | would want her to go 
everywhere with me. But that would be 
impossible. not only because of the in- 
convenience of this continual hectic 
traveling. which wears a person down 
and is not the most ideal condition for 
a happy marriage. but also because 
many fans resent seeing their favorite 
entertainers in the company of other 
women. They feel that you belong to 
them. I can understand this---I can re- 
member getting real mad myself once 
when one of my favorite stars got mar- 
ried. and thinking with resentment that 
she really had no right to marry him. 

In a few years though, maybe by the 
time I’m 25 or 26. I hope to be doing 
fewer one-nighters and tours and more 
night club work—and maybe even a 
couple of movies. In any case, there'll 
he much less traveling, more time to set- 
. and then Pll be able to 


consider marriage. 


tle down 


| guess the best way to describe the 
kind of girl I'd like to marry is to say 
that she should be sympathetic with and 
understanding of the kind of work I’m 
in. she should have a nice personality 
and a good sense of humor, and she 
should be reasonably mature. Beyond 
that I simply don’t know. I do know 
that when I find her, I’m going to marry 


her real quick. 


THE END 
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is na al 
qued hearts in ane. 
is $3.95; pees \e 
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sleeved beach blouse comes in 
otton knit with a draw-string bot- 
an be worn with matching short- 
for cool summer comfort. Blouse is 
it $6.95; shorts cost about $3.98. 


tio parties, long overblouse with 
1eckline and balloon sleeves is ac- 
with contrasting wide stripes on 
und bodice. Cotton knit pants com- 
icture. Pants, $5.98; blouse, $5.95. 


Wepre es i 


Easy to wear ever-popular bermuda 
shorts come in a cool check for summer 
fun. Matching blouse has boat neck, 
short sleeves, elasticized bottom. Worn 
with beach hat. Both pieces, $3.98. 





With floppy beach hat and cool san- 


dals or comfortable paper-thin shoes, 


with bright scarf loosely wrapped and 
dark sunglasses, the young lady out to en- 
joy herself will find a wide variety of 
playclothes this season. Whether it’s a 
beach party or a picnic, a ball game or an 
amusement park, she'll find something 
just right for the occasion, chic, cool, 
comfortable, and moderately priced. All 
playclothes shown on these pages are 
young, relaxed, attractive—and none is 
over $10.00. Outfits by Jayson Classics. 


Important and comfortable for summer 
wardrobe, shirt and slacks are classic. Da- 
cron and cotton tailored shirt features man- 
darin collar and comes in feminine butterfly 
print. Capri pants are in cotton hopsacking. 
Shirt is priced at $3.95; pants cost $6.95. 


Matched overblouse and pedal pushers in 
cool pebble-stitch knit are perfect for ac- 
tive sports. Boatnecked overblouse has at- 
tractive design in square pattern of con- 
trasting stripes. Outfit comes in blue, mint, 
and tangerine. Overblouse is priced at 
$3.95; the pedal pushers cost about $5.95. 


Newest knee-tickler is made of sharkstail 
striped ticking. Butterfly printed lounge 
dress is simply tailored with oversized 
patch pockets, for a practical but pretty 
look. Sash completes dress. About $7.95. 








oing (above) at least 
week is more effective with 
brush, shampoo spray. 
having (above, right) face 
be washed before and 
» soften beard, wash away 
stubble. Tingly vegetable- 
ponge (right), plus soap, 
weapons against rough, 
nees, beautify knees, legs. 


ack and shoulders are al- 
susceptible to acne as is 
is best to lather up sev- 
es a day, using a soft 
vion brush and gentle up- 
otions. Plenty of soapsuds 
wash away grime and the 
ils of teen years, which 
es, lead to blemishes. 


> 











BATTLE 
BLEMISHES 


WITH 
SOAPSUDS 


N ATTRACTIVE, clear, blemish. 
free skin is not an impossibility for 
anyone, even the teen-ager who has a 
“problem-type” skin. And the best way 
to battle blemishes and acne is with soap 
—a clean skin is the best protection 
against skin problems. So, protect your 
skin if it’s clear, and pamper it if you 
have problems. Here’s how: 

Do remove trouble-making excessive 
oil by washing your face with soap at 
least three times a day. First, give your- 
self a soaping to remove surface dirt 
Next, gently massage a second clean 
batch of soapsuds over your face and 
neck with a washcloth or complexion 
brush, using upward motions. Let this 
lather dry for a few minutes before you 
rinse it off with plenty of warm water. 
Then splash on cool water, and gently 





wipe your skin dry with a soft clean 
towel. 

Do shampoo with gobs of suds at least 
once a week. Unless hair and scalp are 
healthy and clean, dandruff and soil sift 
down over your skin and encourage 
blemishes on your face, shoulders and 
chest. 

Do bathe daily. All-over attractive 
ness is at stake. Normal perspiration and 
oils must be washed away in order to 
keep your body skin clear and smooth. 
Otherwise, you can’t possibly look well 





or feel comfortable in party clothes, rs 
sportswear, and bathing suits. 
Do give yourself a weekly manicure 
and pedicure. Clean, trimmed nails are 
an asset to both boys and girls. r 
Don’t forget that the soapsuds “fa- je 


cials” advice applies to boys, too. Prac: - 
tice “shaving” by using a well-lathered en 
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shaving brush to massage and cleanse 
your face. 
Don’t use oily makeup and bases if 
























you have acne. An antiseptic drying lo- 
tion is better. 

Don’t pick at pimples and “bumps.” 
This only tends to irritate, spread, and 
infect blemishes. 

Don’t eat fatty or heavy foods and 
sweets. Instead eat fruits, vegetables. 
and dairy products—and drink lots of 
water. 

Don’t neglect the good health habits 
of plenty of sleep and exercise. 

Don’t put off seeing a doctor if your 
skin problem is serious. He will advise 





you about medication or treatments to | «gees —— i 
supplement your cleanliness care. - al ac. om 


Soaking then scrubbing in warm soapsuds for twenty minutes every 
night ensures a soft, smooth skin and guards against blemishes. 
Teens can do homework or a puzzle while soaking, using bath tray. 








Scrub hands and arms up to elbows, two 
or three times a day, washing from the el- 
bows downward so dirt and germs will be 
washed off and down drain. Use well-lath- 
ered, stiff-bristled brush for knuckles. 


Teen trials, acne and blemishes, can’t inter- 
fere with popularity, fun, when daily skin- 
care rules are observed: proper diet, sleep, 
exercise, soapsuds. Complexion will stay clean. 








brown, dipped in sweet and pungent sauce, they'll be the hit of any party. Add shrimp, olives, celery to tray. 











Beef Chop Suey. Served on a bed 
of rice, this makes an appetizing 
and hearty meal. Dessert is handy 
frozen fruit rolls. Tea, served in 
delicate tea cups, completes any 
Oriental-inspired meal. Chinese 
diet consists mainly of vegetables, 
bean products, grains and fruits, 
only small amount of eggs, meats. 















Won Ton Soup. For a touch of 
the exotic at your party, try this 
unusual-tasting soup, a subtle 
blend of greens and broth with 
Chinese ravioli. Sprinkle with 
crispy toasted noodles, and sea- 
son to taste with soya sauce. Sauce 
should be served at all parties or 
dinners that have Chinese food. 


















GO 
ORIENTAL 
FOR 
SUMMER 
ENTERTAINING 


UICK, EASY canned and frozen foods will 

take you on a trip to the Orient in a few 
minutes, with delectable treats and new ideas. 
For your next get-together, try an Oriental- 
inspired outdoor party. You can write the invi- 
tations from bottom to top, right to left. Fans, 
lanterns, and grass mats will help set the mood, 
and coolie hats guarantee a lot of fun. Lanterns 
and parasols are available in many Japanese 
shops in large cities. Sit your guests on pillows 
and serve from the lowest coffee table you have. 
Have chopsticks ready for the venturesome. Try 
any of these suggestions for an unusual party 
guaranteed to be fun. 








Egg Foo Young. Try this delicious tasting dish at your next 
party, served with fried rice and a delicate sherbet or custard 
for dessert. Chinese make use of all extraordinary spices. 













Shrimp Chow Mein. This tasty dish can be com- 
plemented with fried rice—shrimp, beef, or any of 
the other wide variety. In background is salad made 
with vegetables, water chestnuts and almonds. 



















Something New In Barbecues, 
For Oriental magic in the air 
try barbecued egg rolls and 
Chinese hamburgers on out- 
door grill. Make aluminum 
foil boat for crisp frozen egg 
rolls, fashion hamburgers, and 
add_ sliced pineapple and 
halved bananas to the grill, 
green onions, mustard and 
Chinese burger sauce for four 
generous hamburgers. Mix: 
4 cup soya sauce, 1 clove of 
garlic crushed, 2 tablespoons 
brown sugar, Y2 teaspoon pow- 
dered ginger (or a little slice 
of fresh ginger root finely 
minced) and Y% cup sherry 
wine (optional). Use sauce to 
baste hamburgers and to brush 
pineapple slices and bananas. 








Egg Pancake With Chicken 
Chow Mein. To make this de- 
licious dish: beat 2 eggs well, 
add ‘/2 teaspoon salt and | tea- 
spoon soya sauce. Combine 13 
cup sifted all-purpose flour 
and 2 cup milk and add to 
egg mixture beating till thor- 
oughly blended. Heat 1 table- 
spoon shortening in 10-inch 
skillet. Pour in the pancake 
batter. Meanwhile, heat oven 
to 450°F. Place skillet in oven 
and bake pancake for 15 min- 
utes. Remove to heated plat- 
ter. Fill pancake with 1 can 
hicken chow mein, heated ac- 
cording to package directions. 
Roll jelly-roll fashion, serve. 





ner of entertaining is made possible with 
canned and frozen foods available in super- 
markets. Shown clockwise from top are: 
chow mein noodles (which make excellent 
party snacks), fried rice, beef chop suey, 
soya sauce and sweet and pungent sauce. 































Patio Entertaining. Exciting Oriental man- 
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Child ‘Care: 
Free Time Can 


Be Fun Time 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


ITH SUMMER and vacation time 
at hand. busy parents are faced 
with the problem of what to do with their 
children so that the summer does not 
hecome a time of trial and tribulation 
for them and their offspring. 

Vacation time can he a time of un- 
ending joy and pleasure to children if 
adults are wise enough to realize that 
this time must be made good use of .. . 
to develop life-long interests in sports. 
music or other hobbies. 

A child who enjoys playing ball in the 
hacklot is a natural for a Little League 
group. . . the girl who enjoys making 
doll clothes might really get a thrill out 
of making a summer sun dress for her- 
self... 
galleries that abound in most cities are 
But they 
they 


the museums. theatres. and art 
available for youth to discover. 
won't make these discoveries alone: 
have to be guided by an adult, and this 
is the rub. Too often parents are too 
busy to enjoy leisure time activities with 
their children. Too often they have for- 
gotten themselves the joy of the out-of- 
doors in summer. A son can learn more 
during a morning fishing excursion 
than in any number of planned father- 
son conversations. 

Children have a natural and healthy 
curiosity about life and, indoors or out, 
their activities can be utilized to satisfy 
this need. All summer fun need not be 
planned fun, it can be spontaneous; but 


if the child 


has been shown how to enjoy himself. 


itis apt to be more “fun” 

Away from home summer camps, day 
camps at the YMCA or local park, Boy 
and Girl Scout groups, all provide use- 
ful as well as enjoyable outlets. Local 
libraries often sponsor summer reading 
games which provide an opportunity for 
the not-so-good reader to make progress 


for 


not to mention the 


unconsciously and the adequate 
reader to improve- 
fascinating hours of pleasure that can be 
derived from an the 


world of books. 


adventure into 


| 














Wonderful Relief for 
Itching, Stinging 


IRRITATED 
HANDS” 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, bumps and 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 


sk “With small children to care for, my 
hands are in hot water and detergents a lot. 
They broke out, became red, raw and irri- 
tated. I tried wearing rubber gloves, but 
they only increased the irritation. I saw an 
ad for Black and White Ointment and decided 
to try it. And it gave such 
wonderful relief to my itching, 
stinging, irritated hands.”’ 


Aodia Walker 


Kansas City, Mo. 


































PARADE FASHIONS Suddenly... .You’re Glamorous! 
CHICAGO 7. ILLINOIS FULL, FULL, SWIRL SKIRTED... 
You get both... Cuttcher 
DRESS and BAG Cye Ce a 
FOR Matching D - ; 
> Qe ing vows ring T, 





' al 
Remain TOTE BAG! @ 


Order any 2 Outfits 











ORDER BOTH 
for $7.85 PATTERNS! 
ovailable in both... 
BUBBLE BORDER PRINT 
and 


MULTI-COLOR 
BLOCK CHECKS! 


SIZES FOR 
EVERYONE: 
7 to 17 
10 to 20 
144% to 244 


— FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY—RUSH COUPON 
eT  . . . | SENT ON Ca 





GUARANTEED | 
WASHABLE! 








BUBBLE PRINT 
































i PARADE FASHIONS, INC., Dept. 440 | 
COLORS: ; di j 1313 W. Randolph St., — 7, mM. 
elec @ Bue © Pin | Send 7, Jers awe c : 3 See on ap- 
. prova pay man or ‘or 5) plus C.0.0 
petro mig Mint-G | postage and Handling Charges. If not delighted, | may return | 
@ Lemon-Yellow @ Mint-Green j them within 10 days for ful! refund. | 
YOUR PERFECT BUDGET STRETCHER! | [PATTERNS | QUAN. | SIZES | Ist Color] 2nd Color] NOTE: 
This new glamorous dress will make PRINT ee “Seo | 
you look so enchanting, feel so radiant ] i | 
that you'll just want to whirl and CHECKS | } c.0.D. 
whirl! Romantic lace-edged scoop | — . a —] Charges by | 
neckline; self tie belt; side zipper op- NAME (Print) enclosing | 
ening; set-in pert sleeves; full, full ADDRESS. APT. payment 
whirling skirt; guaranteed washable. l CITY ZONE STATE plus 39c { 
silky-fine percale. EACH comes with Y () CHECK or M. 0. ENCL. [J C. O. OD. tor postage! 


a FREE MATCHING TOTE BAG! 


Ce me cee cme me ee ee ee ee ee 
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Longer hair aged now be yours 


...nere 1S you 
™ Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


| | * Helps protect hair from moisture, 
eo dryness and dandruff! 



































“Thank goodness 
for New RAVEEN! 

It makes my hair 
look longer, 

more beautiful and 

more glamorous!” — 

j says HELEN WILLIAMS, 


famous model and 
cover girl 





Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


“gy ~~ Look for Raveen at your favorite 
; drug store or cosmetic counter 
E You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair preparo- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN  ~ ius: sen 


$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you at ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 

Attention Dealers_i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 


New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 





XY at once. \ 
Money Back Guarantee — you mus: be completely \ 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the \ 


unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1808 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, 11. 
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Tricked By His Kisses 


(Continued from Page 35) 


“[ guess you could take some pictures 
of me,” I said faintly. It seemed like I 
aught to pay him, not the other way 
ground. He told me to come in after school 
on Wednesday. 

David Faith, David Faith, I whispered to 
myself all the way home. 

Tell Mom? Not on your life! I wasn’t 
wen telling the girls at school. Then, if 
nothing ever came of it. nobody would 
know. 

When I got there Wednesday David was 
in a bad temper. He raved about being 
suck in this so-and-so place taking pic- 
tures of fat, stupid babies and homely 
brides. But when he’d gotten it out of his 
system he started laughing. 

“Did I scare you, Rada? Bet you 
thought you’d walked into the lion’s den! 
You have to excuse me when I get these 
spells.” 

“That’s all right.” 

“You have a comb?” I nodded. “Comb 
your hair nice and smooth. Later on ’m 
going to do you in color. These shots are 
just to get some ideas on how to handle 
” He fussed around, frowning, and 
lly got half a dozen shots. I was be- 
ginning to see rings around the lights when 
he finished. 

“Your clothes are all wrong,” he com- 
plained. “I don’t suppose you have any- 
thing slinky?” I shook my head. All my 
good dresses were full-skirted. 

“How about shorts or slacks. Come back 
tomorrow and bring some slacks and a 
polo shirt kind of thing. Know what I 
mean? Something to show off that bust.” 
I blushed, but he’d already turned away 
and was busy with the camera. He hadn’t 
meant anything at all by his remark. When 
he touched me, adjusting my head and 
shoulders, his hands were quick and im- 
personal—like I was a puppet. But I didn’t 
feel like a puppet. I felt like I was really 
alive for the first time in my life! I felt all 
and foolishly happy to be there pos- 
for him. I could hardly wait for to- 





picked out shorts and a knit top and put 
them in a sack, telling Mom they were 
physical go class. At the studio 
shivered as I changed clothes in the 
le tell 

> I watched David eagerly when I walked 
into the studio. His eyebrows went up just 
a littl—but that could mean anything. He 
dragged out a piece of driftwood from the 
corner and arranged it behind me on the 
bench where I was to sit. 

“Well, it’s not Atlantic City,” he sighed, 
“God, I'd like to photograph you the way 
it ought to be done. Arch your back a 
little,” he commanded, “and_ stick your 
chest out!” 











POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Room 17X71 


— 131 S$. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill. 
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>» Fill out the coupon above 
ry and I will rush to you... 


FREE Nurses Booklet 





and Sample Lesson Pages 














first cases. 


ROOM 17X71 


IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS YOU CAN BECOME A PRACTICAL 
NURSE .. . Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. You can earn up to $65.00 a week. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT . 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. In 
just a few short weeks you should be able to accept your 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation and 
no salesman will call. You can make your decision to be a 
Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you, 
without obligation, your FREE sample lesson pages, and 
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts”. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
— 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 





A Soothing Dressing- 
Helps BURNS ¢ CHAFE @ 
Hed. BRUISES © 
“MINOR Skin Irritations... 










MATURE’S BEsp 
PETROLEUM JELLY we 


SOROLIN 





CUTS 
ny cee 5 ¢ 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES W#° BABIES! 


Send 4¢ stamp for inf sim- 
ple easy-to-follow ovulation et tne Drugs) 
which has succeeded in %ths of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
500 Robert St. St. Paul |, Minn, 






















t YELLOW coup FILLED 


y, ing DIAMOND RINGS 


@ Beautiful engagement & 
wedding ring set with $1.95 | 
brilliant imitation dia- ) Each, or 
oe. FILLED oF Stor Both for 
or Ster. 
: ling Silver. SEND $3. 69 
MONEY. Pay uy on delivery 
plus Federal Tax and 
on MONEY BACK = ARANTEE. 
CLARK RING CO., 2349 MILW. cE 
DEPT. 2308 ChicACO 47, TLLINOTS 









We need New Ideas 
FOR RECORDING 
Your Songs or Poems may 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
Songs Recorded—Royalties Paid 
FREE EXAMINATION 


Mail to: STAR-CREST RECORDING CO. 
Dept. C-19, 6602 Lexington Ave., Hollywood 38, Calif. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 
REE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-A 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 
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“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 
a flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 
tinted lenses. 


$3°° 








Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-7, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
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He came over and moved my arm to the 
position he wanted. Critically, he fluffed 
my hair out, bent over to inspect it. I 
caught the smell of him, cigarette smoke 
mixed with that funny darkroom smell. 


Touch me again, my heart leaped, touch 
me again. Why. I was in love with David 
Faith—crazy in love with him! 


Didn’t it show all over me? Or was I 

st a dumb kid to him? Then his hand 
brushed my face and I thought I detected 
the tiniest tremble to it that had never 
been there before. Was he feeling it too— 
this rushing madness? He stepped back 
to the camera, his face blank and concen- 
trated only on taking the picture. 

When we were done David went out for 
cardboard containers of coffee and we sat 
ind sipped it and he talked about himself. 
His home was in Jersey too, about twenty 
miles away, and he’d finished high school 
ind gone in the army for several years. 
That was where he first got interested in 
photography. He took a course under the 
GI bill and worked for a chain studio, 
saving the money to start his own business. 
He wanted to have a place in New York 
someday. to be a fashion photographer. 

How old are you, David?” I was thirsty 
for knowledge about him. I wanted to hear 
everything. But he didn’t answer right 
I'm thirty-one.” he said finally, “and 
re about sixteen—right?” 

\lmost seventeen.” I said quickly. 
ell, now, that makes a lot of dif- 
ference.” he smiled. I thought I under- 
It was our ages that made him hesi- 
show any interest in me. But I'd a 
ind times rather have David than one 
»f the awkward boys at Vocational High— 
there wasn’t any comparison! 


WV 


Time to close up.” he said suddenly. 
»oking at his watch. “I’ve got several ap- 
tments tomorrow afternoon, but you 
n and I'll give you that fee I 

ed.” 

Oh. I forgot all about that.” I said. 
(nd it was true. It didn’t seem right to 
take money for posing for him—it was the 
most enjoyable thing I'd ever done. 

But I stopped in, if only to see him. The 
vaiting room was full of kids dressed up 
in their Sunday best and mothers trying 
to keep them from mussing their clothes 
up. When the bell jangled David called 
out. “I'll be with you in a minute!” 
Rada!” I called back. I 

hed all these people weren’t here. No 
wonder he gets sick of taking their pic- 
tures, | thought. David came through the 


[t's just me 


curtain, smiling at me, and took an en- 
velope out of the cash drawer. 


“a an 
said professionally, winking at me. 
Ill be here,” I said, and winked back. 


give you a sitting Monday,” he 


When [| got outside I saw there was five 
dollars in the envelope. My first modeling 


How the 


ifternoon. | was no good for anything in 


time dragged until Monday 


school. I just couldn’t keep my mind on 
my work. I wanted to run to David’s 
studio! 

He was glad. glad to see me too—it was 
in his eyes. in the crinkle of his mouth. 

“You didn’t tell me what to wear today,” 
I pointed out. “Is this sweater all right?” 

“T thought maybe—” his voice was 
doubtful, “maybe we'd try this.” He hand- 
ed me a box. I pulled out a blue night- 
gown. The front of it was all lace and net, 
it was a beautiful thing. My fingers stroked 
the softness of it. 

“At first I thought of black.” he said ab- 
sently, starting to adjust the lights. “but 
I decided it was too old. I want you to look 
sort of innocent—you know—the dewy- 
fresh bit.” 

“Oh.” I said. What else was there to 
say? After all, it’s just business, I thought 
as I walked to the washroom. It’s not like 
getting undressed in front of just any- 
body. My body is only something to photo- 
graph, to David. As the silken feel of it 
slid over me I thought of how it would 
be if I were married, putting on this gown 
for my wedding night. and how my hus- 
band would look when he saw me—and the 
only husband I could imagine was David. 

I opened the door, but his back was to- 
ward me. He was moving the couch under 
the lights. It was one of those old-fashioned 
ones, without a back, and the ends curving 
up. 

“Sit down here and lean up against this 
end,” he commanded, still not looking at 
me. 

“How  far—down—will the 
show?” The gown seemed awfully low and 
loose over my bust. 

“Oh. down to here,” he 
shoulder. Then why bother with the gown 
at all, I wondered. I could wrap myself 
in a sheet if all he wanted to see was my 
bare shoulders. But David knew what he 
was doing, of course. 

“Your hair’s too neat,” he said sudden- 
ly, “it should be rumpled.” He came over 
to me and tousled my hair with his hand. 
When he touched me I felt it again, the 
desire that was almost pain, it was so 
strong. Yes, it must be love! Let him look 
at my eyes, and see how I loved him! 
Darling David, look at me. 

His hand stopped suddenly. Then slowly 
it slid to the back of my neck and now he 
wasn’t fixing my hair—he was stroking my 
neck, my shoulder, and at last he was star- 
ing into my eyes, reading the message 
there. 

“You're lovely,” his voice was husky. 
Hardly realizing what I was doing I 
reached up and gently pulled off his 
glasses. His eyes were warmer, browner 
than I’d guessed. I set the glasses down on 
the floor behind the couch. 

“I wanted to see—how you looked—” I 
explained in confusion. And then he took 
me in his arms and pulled me to him, kiss- 
ing me with bruising force. 

“Rada—Rada his lips brushed my 


picture 


touched my 





cheek, found my mouth again, a softer kiss 
now. Soft and sweet. His hands moved, 
pushing the gown straps down on my 
shoulders. I shut my eyes against the blaz- 
ing studio lights. 

“That's it, that’s it, darling,” he whis- 
pered. “Keep your eyes closed!” Under 
the gentle pressure of his hands I was 
drowning in my love for him. My body 
jerked toward him in little spasms. Sud- 
denly he moved away from me and his 
voice was muffled. 

“Open your eyes when you want me to 
kiss you again.” he said. He was teasing 
me! I wanted him to kiss me right now, 
and a smile curved my lips and my eyes 
fluttered open. David was standing by the 
camera, but quickly he came to me again 
and covered my mouth with hot kisses. 

“Wait—let me turn the lights off—” he 
whispered, and then it was dark and there 
was the feel of his body against mine. The 
thin stuff of the nightgown tore suddenly 
and I felt a quick, stabbing pain that was 
lost in a moment—lost in waves of feeling 
such as I had never dreamed of. 

Then we were resting beside each other 
and at last David got up. 

“Don’t turn the lights on yet!” I begged, 
“T couldn’t look at you—I’m so ashamed!” 
I started crying helplessly. What would he 
think of me now, after I had made love to 
him wildly? 

“Don’t. Rada, don’t blame yourself. It 
was my fault. I knew I was falling for you 
last week, but I thought I could handle it.” 

“The gown’s ruined,” I said sadly. 

“Tl charge it to overhead,” he an- 
swered. and suddenly he grinned and it 
was all right, almost, only of course it 
could never be quite the same now—not 
after what we'd done. 

“T guess we won't take any pictures 
now,” he said soberly, “since we’re both 


kinda shook.” As I started toward the 
washroom, he took my hand gently. 


“You're okay, aren’t you, honey?” 

“Yes, [I'm all right,” I said. I didn’t 
know if I was or not, or even exactly what 
he meant. As long as he didn’t despise me 
for giving in to him so easily, I was all 
right. 

I pulled my school clothes on hurriedly. 
It felt like someone else’s body that I was 
dressing. The deep-down resentment I'd 
always had for my mother fell away from 
me. I understood, oh, I understood now 
how it was possible to give all, to risk all. 
for a few moments of love. I was no dif- 
better! But David wasn’t a 
soldier—to be snatched away from me— 
he’d be right here waiting. 

“Tomorrow?” David said, taking me in 
his arms when I came back into the studio. 

“Tomorrow,” I repeated. Did he want 
me to go now? 

“I better get busy in the darkroom,” he 
explained. “I’m behind in my work.” 

“T'll see you, then.” I didn’t mean to 
sound possessive, but I couldn’t help it— 
it just came out in my voce. Our lips 


ferent, no 


touched again. 
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HE next day I flunked a test in busi- 

ness math and my typing paper was full 
of errors. It didn’t seem to matter a bit. 
When I reached the studio David was tak- 
ing a passport photo. Impatiently. I fidgeted 
in the waiting room. At last the customer 
went out and I rushed into David’s arms. 

He set up the camera and made a pre- 
tense of taking some shots of me, but 
neither of us could concentrate on it. At 
last he pulled down the shade on the front 
door and closed the shop. and we made 
love to each other again. 

It was crazy and dangerous. what I was 
doing, but I couldn’t stop. I was in way 
over my head. Id tried so hard to keep 
away from boys that I guess when I finally 
let myself go I fell that much harder. We 
didn’t get any pictures taken that day 
either. and David laughingly said I’d have 
to give him a few days’ rest and let him 
catch up on his work, 

“You could come over to my place to- 


night,” I suggested eagerly. “and I'll fix 
your dinner and you could meet Mom.” 
He frowned. 

“Honey—me being so much older—may- 


be your mother wouldn’t like it. Does she 
know you've been posing for me?” 

“Oh. heck. no—nobody knows that. But 
Mom won't care. Long as she’s got the 
price of a beer 


about anything else!” 


she’s not going to worry 


“Well, I usually just grab a sandwich 
and come right back to the studio. I do 
most of my developing at night. I really 


have to work around the clock to run this 
place without any help.” I must have 
looked disappointed, because he chucked 
me under the chin and said. “Let’s take a 
rain check for a while, huh?” 

“All right.” I said quietly. 
ing to make a fuss. David worked so hard. 


I wasn’t go- 


“I have to save more money or I'll never 
get that place in New York.” 
“There’s so much equipment I need and 


he went on. 
city rent is terrific. This place is a dead 
end, Rada!” 

“I know.” 
“Maybe.” 


It was a dead end for me too. 
I suggested. “you could take me 
toa real model agency and I could earn a 
littleh—”” T stopped, He was looking at me 
kind of funny. 

“You're not that.” he 
finally. “You'd have to learn how to walk 
and all that stuff 

“But don’t they 
rupted. 

“It just doesn’t work that way.” 
shortly. 

“Well. 
New York and work and maybe I can pay 
I decided David must 
He barely 


ready for said 


train you?” I inter- 


he said 


when | graduate I’m going to 
for my own course.” 
be in a bad humor. 
xoodbye. 

That night my head 
throat was sore and by next morning | 
was feverish. [ knew I had caught the 
fu that was going around school. It was 
Sunday before I 
Worried about 


kissed me 


ached and my 


was able to get up. | 


David waiting for me. 
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Would he think I was mad at him? Mon- 
day I still felt woozy, but I dragged my- 
self back to school. I was way behind in 
my schoolwork—starting from the day I 


met David. 
When I got to the studio that afternoon 
it was closed. The lights were off and the 


blind was pulled down. For a moment I 
ared—maybe David had been over- 
by gas or something—but then I 


thought maybe he’d caught the flu too and 
had to stay home. I hoped not, but obvi- 


ously he wasn’t working today. 

And then I happened to glance at the 
display case by the door. [t was empty. 
There was nothing but a square mark in 
the dust to show where his display photos 
had been. I went into the dry cleaning 
shon next door. 

Where’s Mr. Faith?” I demanded. 
“Where’s the man that has the picture 
studio next door?” The woman at the 
counter looked at me and shrugged. 

[ heard he sold out. My God, am I 
supposed to know everybody’s business? 
He’s all closed up, I know that.” 

B-but isn’t he coming back?” 

[ don’t think so. He picked up all his 


cleaning last week—the little boy’s snow- 
suit—he was all excited. Mr. Faith told me 
he’s going to open up a studio in New 
York 

Snowsuit—what little boy?” She must 


have David mixed up with someone else. 
“The little baby.” she said patiently. 
‘Mr. Faith’s little boy. He left his snowsuit 
here, and some of his wife’s things. But he 
picked them all up because he’s moving 
away 
I—] didn’t know Mr. Faith was mar- 
ried.” I said weakly. I was shaking all 
ovel 
Oh. sure, he’s married. I know them 
since they first came here. He had a hard 
time with that business. But you know 
what [ shook my head. “Last week he 
id one of his pictures for a lot of money. 
ing to be on a magazine, on the 
a magazine. He told me he gets 
gh money so he can move right away. 
His lease isn’t up until the first of the year, 
but he wants to go to the city and his wife 
get out of here too, so—” I didn’t 


It 


sean is 
he the rest. 

you—thank you,” I mumbled 
[ was outside again and I was 
past the sign that said David 
Photographer. I put my head down 
the hot, salty tears that streamed 


Thank 
ind then 
walking 
Faitl 
to hide 
dow! face, 

Ho ould he do it? How could he love 
me when he was married and had a child? 
How could he have been so nice and sin- 
wonderful—and all the time been 
lying? Fool—fool—Rada Michaels, you 
fool! You fell for him, I accused, you 
walked right into his arms! Oh, he must 
have been laughing—he probably got a lot 
of laughs out of you. And you’re not a 
irgin any more—you gave that to him— 
just some second-hand thing 
was finished with. so he threw it 


cere and 


now ou re 


away! And I hated him and yet still loved 
him at the same time, until my heart was 
one big pain that seemed to fill all of me— 
a pain that wouldn’t go away. 

I'll see him again someday—somewhere, 
I thought. He thinks we’re through, but 
just let him wait! Pll fix him—I'll fix him 
somehow! Oh, David! 


(CBRISTMAS came and went—a dull, 
A dead Christmas. In January I got a 
pink slip with my semester report card. 
The pink slip meant if I didn’t bring my 
grades up I wouldn’t pass in the spring. 
That gave me something to work for, to 
drown the pain in. I knew by now that I 
wasn’t pregnant—at least I'd been spared 
that trouble—so there was nothing to do 
but work hard on my studies. Why had I 
ever got sidetracked from my plans? I 
should have known T wasn’t going to be- 
come a fashion model just by David wav- 
ing a wand over me! All that was just a 
buildup for his pitch. 

By a terrific effort I managed to bring 
my grades up so that the danger of not 
graduating was past. How I looked for- 
ward to working, being on my own, away 
from this dreary neighborhood—where I 
wouldn’t have to walk by David’s closed-up 
studio every day! I was still miserable 
when I thought about him and the way 
he’d treated me. still angry. but I think I 
was getting over it. 

Then, three days before graduation. I 
arrived at school a little late. I noticed a 
crowd of kids around the bulletin board in 
the central hall, but I thought I better rot 
stop to see what it was because I still had 
to get my books out of my locker. Was it 
just mv imagination that there was a 
funny hush as I started past? No—there 
was a giggle here and there and then I 
heard someone whisper, “That’s her!” I 
stopped, wondering what was going on. 

“Man, oh, man!” a boy whistled. “Let 
her through!” T pushed my way right up to 
the bulletin board. I gasped. 

Someone had torn the cover off a mag- 
azine and stuck it there. It hung there 
crookedly. The title of the magazine was 
Delicious Dolls. Against a flaming red 
background a girl was posed. A girl with 
rumpled hair and a blue lace gown that 
looked as if it had been half torn off her 
shoulders, revealing plenty of bosom. The 
girl was smiling. a secret smile of delight. 
Her eves were half-open. 

“Oh, my God!” I clapped my hand over 
my mouth. The girl was me—on David’s 
couch. I understood it all now, and [| 
remembered his teasing saying, 
“Open your eyes when you want me to kiss 
you!” I thought my knees would buckle 
under me. I looked around for a friend— 
for some kind of support—but the senior 
girls were huddled in a tight little group. 
They stared at me in shocked fascination. 
And then a boy’s voice, low and insulting, 
said, “Like, man, she’s going to get some!” 

I thought I’d die on the spot when the 





voice 


meaning of his remark penetrated my 
numbed brain. My face got hotter and 
hotter and little specks seemed to be 
dancing in front of my eyes. Suddenly 
the crowd broke and Miss Hertz, the dean 
of girls, came charging through. 

“All right. what’s going on here?” she 
demanded. One look at the board was all 
she needed. She snatched the picture down, 
crumpling it in her hand. 

“Get to your classes!” she barked. Be- 
fore I could get away she had me by the 
arm and was hauling me toward her office. 
She made me stand there in front of her 
desk while she smoothed the picture out 
and studied it with loathing, as if it was 
some obscene thing. 

“Rada, is this your photograph?” 

Tes. 

“Where was it taken?” 

“In—a photographer’s studio.” 

“You allowed yourself to put on that— 
and be photographed?” 

“T didn’t know it would be on a mag- 
azine!” T burst out. “I was just posing— 
for money. Miss Hertz. Mostly I just posed 
in shorts or slacks—or my school clothes. 
This was the only time I ever wore any- 
thing like that!” 

“Humph!” she snorted, “All right, go 
on, go on—I'll talk to you later, after I’ve 
seen the principal.” Badly shaken, I went 
on to class. The rest of the day was a 
nightmare. Everyone knew. Everyone was 
pointing, whispering, making dirty cracks. 
By afternoon some of the kids had gotten 
more magazine covers and were circulat- 
ing them. passing them from desk to desk. 

The day before graduation I was called 
into Miss Hertz’s office again and told that, 
while I would receive my diploma, I 
couldn’t sit on the platform with the other 
graduates. 

“We don’t want a riot during the cere- 
monies,” Miss Hertz said acidly, “and the 
teachers tell me that every time you ap- 
pear, you nearly start one. Do you want 
me to telephone your parents and explain 
the situation to them?” 

“That's all right. My mother wasn’t com- 
ing to graduation anyway. She has to 
work.” 

“What about your father?” 

“My stepfather’s in a hospital.” 

“Oh.” she said. squinting her eye. “Well. 
this is too bad, Rada, because your record 
here has been good up to now. But I can’t 
allow the graduation program to be ruined 
by a lot of silly snickering about that dis- 
gusting picture. You may get your diploma 
after school.” 

“Thank you,” I said faintly. For a mo- 
ment I thought Miss Hertz looked a little 
bit sorry for me, but she just cleared hei 
throat and went on working. After all. 
what was I to her except a girl who'd 
caused trouble in the school? 

I felt hollow and dead inside. I was get- 
ting what I wanted, my diploma, and yet I 
wondered now if it had been worth the 
struggle. Maybe it would have been better 
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give up—to quit school and take any old 
igh—to meet boys on the street and marry 
the first one that asked you! I was beaten 


down. 


WO weeks later I went to work in the 

accounting department of a big whole- 
ale house. The funny thing was I didn’t 
wt away from the slums at all—it was 
jown in the New York slums! I commuted 
ior six weeks, until I could afford to rent 
;one-room efficiency apartment. It wasn’t 
quch, but it was a start. I liked New York. 
Yobody knew that I had been on the cover 
of the magazine and after a while that 
sue went off the newsstands and I figured 
whody would ever know. 

Sometimes, when I walked downtown Id 
yas tall, beautifully-dressed girls carry- 
ing enormous handbags or hatboxes and I 
\new they were real models. And I’d think 
about David Faith, my first and only love. 
and the way he’d betrayed me. 

He was here in the city. too. What if we 
met some day? What would I say to him? 
Sometimes I wasn’t sure I really hated 
him after all. Of course there was no ex- 
cuse for what he’d done, and yet part of it 
was my fault. I had almost thrown myself 
at him. 

A few months later, when the new phone 
directory came out, I couldn’t resist look- 
ing for David’s name. There were no 
Faith’s. listed under photographers, but 
there was a David—just that—-only one 
name, I felt it was my David. I wrote down 
the address. For some time I didn’t do any- 
thing about it, but I was always conscious 
ofthat slip of paper in my purse. At last 
me Sunday I took the subway to that 
uighborhood and walked past the build- 
ing. It wasn’t anything fancy. David had 
come up a little in the world, but not 
much, I went into the lobby of the build- 
ing and found his name in the directory. 
m the fourth floor. I went back to my 
apartment and brooded over it. There was 
ared light in my brain telling me not to 
do it, not to try to see David. that I was 
well out of it—and yet there was a little 
vice too, whispering to me, “Go ahead!” 
There was still a lesson for me to learn, I 
guess. Why did I really go? Perhaps to 
show David that I, too, had made it in New 
York—that I had new clothes. my own 
apartment, that I was grown up. Anyway. 
on my half-day off I went back to his 
studio, 

There was a tiny reception room and as 
won as I looked around I knew it was 
David all right, I recognized some of the 
portraits. There was a girl at the desk— 
lark-haired and chic, but not young. 

“Do you have an appointment?” 

“No,” I admitted, “but I think David 
will see me. We’re old friends.” She looked 
rather upset and I added, “From Jersey.” 

“Oh, really?” She gave me a false smile. 
‘Well, sit down, please, and I'll see 
whether he—” she disappeared into the 
‘tudio. Instead of sitting down I walked 
‘round the room, noting the leatherette 


furniture and modernistic lamps. The hall 
door opened and a woman brought in a 
little girl, her hair arranged in tight curls. 
So he was still taking pictures of fat 
babies! 

The receptionist came back. frowning. 
“You can go in,” she said to me. I walked 
in, feeling light-headed and strange. It was 
all so familiar, the lights, the cameras. 
only a little larger and nicer. David came 
forward to meet me. 

“Rada!” he exclaimed. “I 
was you—gee, I’ve been wondering about 
you—” he stopped, looking at me nerv- 
ously. He seemed a little shorter, older, a 
little more tired. His hair was really get- 
ting streaked with gray. 

“You have?” I asked innocently. 

“Well, sure. Has everything been—all 
right?” Why, he was scared simple! 

“T guess that depends on what you mean 
by ‘all right’. Why did you leave that way 

-without telling me?” 

“You didn’t come around, Rada, and I 
thought you were mad at me, or didn’t 
want to see me any more. I decided to 
move on the spur of the moment, anyway. 
I packed up one day and moved in here the 
next.” 

“After you sold my picture.” 

“Oh—you saw it, then?” 

“Saw it! It was plastered all over the 
high school—I guess I saw it! You tricked 
me, David, I didn’t know you were going 
to take a picture then. I think that was low 
and rotten, to take advantage of the way 
I felt about you!” 

“Tm Rada—but, best 
pictures are always taken when the subject 
doesn’t know it. I couldn’t pass up a shot 
like that!” 

“You tricked me about something else. 
too. About being married.” That really got 
him. I guess he hoped I hadn’t found out 
about that. He started sweating and his 
hands fidgeted with his collar. 

“My God, Rada, what can I say? T was 
so crazy about you I didn’t want to let any- 


knew it 


sorry, well, the 


thing spoil it.” 

“Oh. you liar! You weren’t crazy about 
me at all. You just wanted to use me for 
whatever you could get!” My voice rose 
and David got more and more nervous. 

“Don’t talk so loud.” he begged. “The 
office girl of my 
wife’s. Please be quiet.” 

“Why should I? What do I care about 
that?” I laughed in his face. He took my 


she’s a friend of ours- 


arm. 

“Come in here. and we’ll talk.” He led 
me into his darkroom. The light bulb gave 
off a weird red light. The racks of equip- 
ment were like shadowy monsters. “I did 
like you, Rada, and I still do. But I was 
broke and the whole thing was impossible 
with me married and—what else could I 
do? Now, look. We could still be together. 
I need you to pose for me. I could sell 
plenty of magazine layouts with you pos- 
ing. I know I could!” 

“You said IT didn’t have what it takes.” 
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eminded him, “and I don’t want to pose 


1} 

I 

i for any more of your sexy pictures. You 

know something? I think I hate you!” 

\w, honey, you’re upset.” He tried to 
ithe me. tried to get his arms around me. 

When he bent down to kiss my face it was 


something snapped inside of me. I 
{ out with my hand, slapping him 
and at the same time twisting away 
m him. I backed into a table. My shoul- 
ler struck a rack of the darkroom estuip- 
ment and I heard glass break. Something 
t cascaded over my shoulder and a sec- 
later it began to burn with a terrible, 

ig, red-hot pain! I screamed. 
i What is it? What is it? Oh, my God, 
cid!” David’s voice was anguished. 
Where did it hit you?” He pulled me out 


like 


| th ¢ 





room. 

1} | My shoulder—it’s burning me—oh, 
how it burns!” I sobbed. The receptionist 

into the studio, her eyes sturtled. 
Get water!” David directed, 
i Quickly—she upset the acid.” They led 
|} me into the lavatory and, with a cup, be- 
gan pouring water over my shoulder. The 
horrible pain seemed to recede a little. The 
eptionist scooped up water with her 


£ s] 
) the 
t 


some 


ls, trying to help. 
But what was she doing in the dark- 


Ht | room?” she burst out, puzzled. My eyes 
i | David's. 

i ° 
Wi I—I got the wrong door, I guess,” I 


tammered. “I thought I was going out and 


| 
1 ind the door shut behind me and I 


Ildn’t see.” I looked away from him. I 
In’t want to see gratitude, or anything 
m his face. I didn’t even know what 


i 1ade me lie for him—because I knew for 


that I no longer loved him—not one 


Is that better?” he asked anxiously. 
I think so—a little.” 
‘lm going to take her duwn and get a 


t ecah. te 


the emergency room at the hospital. 
it burn needs to be treated right away. 
what that acid can do—” They 


were bundling my coat around me, lead- 
ing me through the reception room where 
the waiting mother and baby stared curi- 
ously. “Can you walk?” David asked me. 

“Yes, I think so. It’s all in my shoulder, 
the pain—” I gritted my teeth together 
and, half-fainting, let him lead me to the 
elevator. The ride to the hospital was hazy. 
but at last something soft and soothing was 
applied to the burn and I felt a needle 
going into my arm and then I was very. 
very sleepy. 

The next day I went home to my anart- 
ment. David telephoned me, but I didn’t 
speak to him, except to thank him for 
rushing me to the hospital and staying 
with me while I was admitted. I had al- 
ready told him, on the way there, that he 
wasn't to blame for what had happened. 

And he wasn’t. I could have stayed away 
from David—I didn’t have to go and taunt 
him! Now that I knew he was married, 
particularly, I should have kept away. | 
learned the hard way—my shoulder will 
always be scarred from the acid burn. Of 
course, in some ways that’s only a little 
thing. It means I can’t wear sunback 
dresses, or strapless gowns, without reveal- 
ing that ugly scar. But maybe I was let 
off easy—the scar on my soul could have 
been much worse if I had gone back to 
David. 

Of course. now I can never be a model 
—I don’t have to worry about whether I 
could have made it or not—TI can be satis- 
fied in my own job. 

So I learned a hard lesson twice. You 
see, after the first bitter disappointment 
I knew, deep-down, that it was all over 
between David and me, yet I couldn’t resist 
going back to see him, trying to stir things 
up, to make him apologize. Instead of 
profiting from my first mistake I plunged 
right into trouble again and ! got it—but 
good. There’s nothing smart, or glamorous 
or clever, about a teenage girl who goes 
with a married man. The only thing you 


court is disaster! THE END 





He headed right down Grand Avenue, past 

he big cemetery, to the dark spot near the 

iere the older kids always went to 

[ felt a little scared, but then I told 

that Cade really liked me—he 
wouldn't try to get fresh or anything! 

But he did. Of course I stopped him 
ilmost before he started, and I was prac- 
rying. I was so upset. Cade seemed 
too—almost as if he were disap- 


rk wi 
1eCKk 


mvselt 


pointed 
| thought you liked me,” he said, light- 
ng a cigarette. In the sudden glare, his 


face looked terribly handsome. 
I—] do,” I said, my voice faint. “But, I 
in't let you—touch me, Cade. It isn’t 


He turned and looked at me. “IIL bet 


‘Why Should I Marry You?’ 


(Continued from Page 29) 


you'd be a regular fire-ball, once you got 
started.” He drew me to him. “Okay, 
honey, we'll do it your way. Just kisses.” 

Oh—how I loved his kisses! Sweet and 
wild and hot. they left me trembling and 
practically dizzy. Once Cade tried to touch 
my breast again. but I pushed his hand 
down. I didn’t get mad at him—TI knew 
that boys couldn’t help themselves. And 
Cade didn’t try to touch me again that 
night. even though we sat there, kissing 
and hugging, for almost another hour. 

He sounded half-way mad at me when 
he let me out at the corner. “I'll see you at 
school.” he said briefly, and he took off. I 
walked the dark block to my house, my 
heart pounding. I was always afraid to 
walk alone at night. with the big mill so 





but | was more afraid that 
Cade was mad at me than anything else. | 
knew that what he wanted was wrong, but 
he’d told me at least fifty times that he 
loved me. Still—I wasn’t going to do any- 
thing that I might be ashamed of. Mom 
had taught me never to let a boy touch 
me, not until I was legally married. She 
was always going on about how sinful it 
was and how a girl could get pregnant and 
mess up her whole life. Still, as I lay in 
bed that night, I kept thinking of Cade, 
and what his kisses had done to me. 

This must be love, I told myself. Want- 
ing to be with him, aching all over after 
he’s held and kissed me— 

| wanted to tell my Mom about what I'd 
done, but I didn’t. I was afraid she’d be 
mad at me, and besides, I knew she'd 
never let me see Cade again. if she knew 
I'd sneaked out. 

Then, on Monday, the whole bottom 
dropped out of my thinly-knit world. 

In homeroom, Cade didn’t even look at 
And after the period was over, he 
walked right by me, without even speak- 
ing! I was so confused and miserable that 
I went around all day like some kind of 
a zombie. I didn’t pay any attention in class 
that day. and by lunch time I felt all 
drained and exhausted. 

“You bring your lunch today, Heidi?” 
Ruthie. my locker mate asked me. 

I tried not to let her see my face. “No. 
That is—I’m not going to eat anything.” 

She put a kind hand on my arm. “What's 
wrong? Did you and that Cade Wilson 
have a fight already? Gee—you’ve onl) 
been out with him once, haven’t you?” 

I nodded. “I thought he—liked me. But 
something went wrong. I guess he’s decided 
I’m too young. or a drip, or something.” 

“Don’t blame yourself too much,” Ruthie 
said vaguely. “It just could have some- 
thing to do with your mother, you know. 
But. gee. Heidi—that’s not your fault.” 

So that’s it, 1 thought. Somebody told 
Cade that my Mom was terribly strict with 
me. I'd told him that too, of course, but 
maybe some of the kids had made cracks 
about my being a baby and not allowed to 
night-time dates! My face 
burned in humiliation. My gosh—all the 
other girls got to go to movies and parties 
and dances and stuff! It wasn’t fair! And 
now—Mom had spoiled this wonderful 
thing with Cade. He was the only boy I'd 
ever really felt this way about, and Mom 
had ruined it with her silly. over-protective 


close, now, 


me! 


even have 


attitude! 

I didn’t mean to say anything to Mom. 
but at supper that night, I just blurted out 
some of my anger. “That nice boy that 
asked me to the sweetheart dance,” I said. 
“He won't even speak to me now. I—I 
really liked him, Mom.” My voice cracked. 
“You should have let me date him!” 

“I told you, Heidi,” Mom said. “He's 
much too old for you.” 

“He’s only eighteen or so! That isn’t too 
old, Mom.” I said quietly. “I think some of 
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of 


the kids told Cade about you. | think that’s 
yvhy he dropped me all of a sudden!” 

My mother’s face paled, and her eyes 
yidened. She sat down and stared at me. 
“What—what do you mean, Heidi? Some 
of the kids told him what? What about 
e?” 
| shrugged. “Oh—about how darned 
“trict you are with me. About how I’m 
never allowed to go with boys after six 
y'clock in the evening!” 

Mom’s face slowly began to get some 
lor again. She closed her eyes. “I want 
you to be careful, that’s all, honey. You 
don’t know how easy it is to get yourself 
all fouled up—and usually the boy runs 
out on you when that happens.” 

I didn’t want to talk anymore about it. I 
knew I should tell Mom that I'd sneaked 
out that one night to see Cade, but it would 
only mean trouble, and maybe she'd get 
more strict than ever with me. Anyway— 
it wouldn’t happen again—that was for 
sure! It was obvious that 
through with me. 

I'd made up my mind that at least I'd 
have some pride about the matter. I wasn’t 
going to creep around school, so downcast 
that even my locker-mate knew how I felt. 
[f Cade wanted an easy girl—somebody to 
go all the way with—then let him find 
somebody else! Still—L couldn't help but 
feel that he’d really cared something for 
me. His eyes had told me that. They’d 
been gentle and full of admiration when he 
looked at me. 


m 


Cade was 


HEN, two days later, when I went to 

put my stuff in my locker after last 
period, Cade was standing there! My heart 
momed right up to my throat. I felt like 
running to him, but I made myself take it 
slow and easy, so he wouldn’t think I was 
an infant or anything. 

“Hi,” he said, looking down at me. His 
eyes looked eager and a little unhappy. “I 
—I'd like to talk to you. Heidi. Could we 
have a coke?” 

We walked down the hall together. 
was so wonderful to be with Cade again, 
he near him. have him grin down at me. 
that I felt as if I were floating along! 

We settled in a back booth at the hang- 
out across the street, and Cade took my 
hand in his. “I want to apologize to you,” 
he said, his voice low. “I guess I had you 
all wrong. I’m sorry for what happened 
the other night—that I tried getting fresh, 
[ mean. When you wouldn’t—let me—I 
guess I got sore. But.” and his eyes looked 
deeply into mine, “I just can’t get you out 
of my mind, Heidi. I mean it. I'd like to 
see you again, if you can get out.” 

My hands began to tremble under his. 
I knew Mom would never let me go out 
with Cade, but all the same, I was going to. 
I loved him! And I felt sure that he loved 
me, too. He kept holding onto my hand, 
and we talked in muted, intimate voices. 
h—it was everything I’d dreamed love 
would he! Even the part about Cade want- 








ing to make love to me and respecting me 
too much to do it. Actually. I didn’t know 
anything at all about sex, but I wasn’t go- 
ing to let Cade know that. I wasn’t even 
real sure what people did to get a baby, 
because Mom had never told me. I knew 
all the girls at most of them 
knew and I didn’t want to seem 
like a moron, so I'd just pre- 
tending I knew as much about it as any- 


school ony’ 
anyway- 
gone along, 


body. 
“We'll hold ourselves back,” Cade was 
saying. “I really like you. Heidi, and I 


wouldn’t want to—you know—get you in 
trouble or anything.” 

I felt sure that if Mom could hear him 
say that, she’d trust him just as much as 
I did. But there was no use taking chances. 
I didn’t my Mom breaking up my 
romance when asked me 
where he could meet me, I told him on the 
corner, like we had the last time. 

Only this time, I had to wait until Mom 
was in bed. It was nearly ten then, and my 
heart pounded as I eased open the front 
door and hurried down the dark street to 
meet Cade. When I him. I went 
straight into his arms. 

We didn’t do much but drive around that 
night. We were afraid to go to a drive-in 
because it was after the local curfew time, 
and Cade said we could get into bad 
trouble if we were picked up. “It’s okay 
for me to be out,” he told me. “I’m eight- 
een. But they'd really nail me for having 
you out after ten when you’re only fifteen, 


want 


again. so Cade 


saw 


honey!” 

Not only that, I thought. My Mom would 
find out, and then I’d probably be locked 
in at night or something. Were all women 
like my mother—the 
scared that something terrible would hap- 
pen to their daughters? 

I saw Cade every noon at 
for about an hour after But that 
next week, he started working part-time 
as a carry-out boy at a super-market, so 
And worse 


young widows—so 


school. and 
school. 


our time was really cut down. 
than that, we’d almost been spotted by 
patrol cars sat parked in 
Cade’s car, talking. 

What with missing him, loving him so, 
we'd either be caught 


twice as we 


and being scared 
by the police or my Mom. I was a nervous 
wreck. 

But finally, Cade came up with a solu- 
tion. He told me that the late shift at the 
mill was still working at ten, and the gates 
were all open wide, There was a big park- 
ing lot back there. Why couldn’t we just 
park here and talk and kiss? That way, 
light if woke up. I 
could always tear home and say I’d just 
been out on the front porch or something. 
and the first 
nights we tried it, Maybe it was too 
It was quiet and dark and kind 
with all 


I'd see Mom’s she 


It seemed perfect, few 
it was. 
perfect. 


of protected back there, those 


empty cars and the big brick buildings of 


the mill looming up out of the shadows. 
A night watchman made his rounds every 
but we even had it figured 


hour, so we'd 





IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 





Wm. J. Brandt’s 
LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
hair in 10 to 30 
minutes 
you wo 
know it ever w 

gray. It is liquid. 
One application 
with a toothbrush 
or swab * ogo LS 
No pack. Nor 


ANY YONE. “CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect your hair a Bp dyed. 
it soft and lustro’ a agg _ ge 
spc WILL a uni oy applied. 
WILL NOT TURN THE "HAIR REODISH 

It will not tays on several months. 
Shampooine, sea , im, permanent bi ar 
curling or straightening iron—nothing es 

You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn ° or 


how caus 
Wonderful for r pouching Up 
¥e ou can put an be used 
other dyes ~ fh eo Re hennas have been 
Does not break the hair. OES NOT INTER- 
ERMA avi Full Givections 
JTIO! *“*Use 
Dark brown, 
da Auburn 














Leaves 
no streaks—no 












Medium Brown, 
(in gy oe 3 
box, < 

Federal on, artm 
druggist or from Give full, “local address. 
back if not entirely satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-7, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage 


Mone 


















want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 








WANTED 
Songwriters, with publisher :contacts, 
e= 
NO FEES. Send poems: 
ONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES 
Studio Pa 1650 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 
FREE 22 wee 
(1 
700 6 MONEY 


I'll help you get extracash to fill your pocket- 
book—to live on. Supply my over 200 house- 
hold products to regular customers. No pre- 
vious experience or capital needed. I’llsendon 

trial an assortment of fine, full-size prod- 

ucts to test and show. Start near your home, 
full or spare time. Big monthly premiums. 
sh your name and home address for outfit. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14 EM, Lynchburg, Va. 


SKINNY? 


AMAZING NEW EASY WAY PUTS ON POUNDS AND INCHES 
OF FIRM, SOLID FLESH WITHOUT OVEREATING ~ 


If skinny, thin and underweight because of,. * 
pocrsonsboer qeereemas te its take Wate- ae 
On Emulsion or Tablets or New Super For- 
tified Wate-On. Puts on pounds we pnenes 3 
of firm solid flesh or money back. WATE-O 
is super-rich in weight —T Ai... a : 
vitamins, minerals and body building nutri- | 7 
ents. Hospital tested, Fast-weight gaing of \ 
} 
















10 to 40 pounds reported. No overeatin 

Helps make bustline, cheeks, arms, leg s fill 
out, helps put on flesh all over body. ts 
fatigue, low resistance, due to un ewe ght 
condition. If ap ety ae is due to disease, 
ask your doctor about the value of Wate-On 
for you, Satisfaction or your money back. 
Wate-On Emulsion, pint . Ing 00 
Wate-On Tablets, (96) . - Drug rend 
New Super Wate-On, 16 < oz. 3.98 | Everywhere 


ASK FOR WATE-ON TODAY 
gio PAY IN 9 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 








THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL ublitl: 


No high school needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. F) 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.18. 
F we E E booklet gives all facts. Send 
name on postcard pr 











the Li Lincoln School of Practical Nursing y 
| 805 Larrabee St.,Dept. 1-7 LosAngeles46, can, | 
| Rush 16-page FRE E booklet ** Careers in Nursing” ] 
NAME 
| ADDRESS. | 
! CITY STATE I 
L. onc akan ahcenen an enenahepenanenanen = 














th 


be out of there before he got to the parking 
lot 


THEN. on a hot, humid Monday, at noon- 

time, Cade and I had a terrible argu- 
It started out as nothing. I'd seen 
him, after Lit class, standing in the hall, 
talking to a bunch of kids. I didn’t have 
time to stop, because we were having a 
test in my next period class, and I wanted 
to cram for five minutes or so before the 
bell rang. I waved at Cade, and I noticed 
Marybeth Alden was standing prac- 
tically on top of him, flirting with every- 
thing she had. And she had plenty. 

\fter my test, it was lunch-time, and I 
met Cade at my locker, like always. I knew 
I shouldn’t even mention Marybeth, but 
I’d been nervous ever since Cade and I 
had first started sneaking around. Some- 
times I’d look at my Mom and Id feel so 
cuilty about sneaking out the way I did, 
three or four nights a week, that I’d just 
bout blurt everything out to her. I knew 
she worked hard, scrubbing and cleaning 
ind ironing in other people’s homes, to 
a roof over my head, and sometimes 
it just seemed as if nothing good could 
ne out of my deceit, even if I did love 
and we never did anything really 
bad or wrong. Even if I wasn’t real clear 
on what was bad or wrong, I knew that 
the kissing that Cade and I did and the 
centle things we said to each other couldn’t 
be bad 

\nyway, when I mentioned Marybeth to 

ide. he got mad. Not real mad, but he 
told me not to start getting jealous. Then 


ment 


that 


[ told him that I had a right to be jealous 
if I wanted to, and maybe I ought to start 


flirting around and let him see how it feels 

» be jealous! 

Before long, we were saying hot, bitter 
things to each other—things we didn’t 
Cade said we were through and I 
iid fine, that I was sick of deceiving my 
other 


mean 


anyway. 

When I said that, Cade kind of grinned. 
“That mother of yours,” he said tightly. 
“Where’s she get off being so holy?” Then 
he looked as if he wished he hadn’t said 
that. I turned away from him and ran 
down the hall, and after school, I went out 
de door, so I wouldn’t run into him. 

[ was just miserable that night, even 
though I tried to keep up a front with 
\lom. She had a job that night, serving 
it linner, down at the hotel, and I had 
i baby-sitting job. Mom gave me cab fare, 
ind all the time I was baby-sitting, I sat 
there staring at the TV and crying like a 
little kid. 

The man I'd sat for drove me home, and 
waited till I got safely up on the porch. 
[t was only about nine, and Mom wouldn’t 
be home for at least another two hours. I 
had my key in the lock when I heard a 
sound behind me. 

| whirled around, scared to death, and 
iere stood Cade. His face looked pale and 
ible. and he didn’t say anything. He 


just held out his arms to me, and I flew 
into them, burying my face against his 
chest. 

“Gee. Heidi,” he said. “Honey—I’m aw- 
fully sorry I said all those things.” 

“Me too,” I said, my voice muffled. Golly 
—TI loved him so darned much! 

I had two hours to be with him. I told 
myself that this would be the last night 
we'd sneak around this way. When Mom 
came home, I’d tell her that Cade and I 
were in love, and that I wanted to bring 
him home for her to meet, the way it 
should be. I wanted to be able to go to 
movies with him, have him over for 
supper— 

We climbed into Cade’s car, then he 
drove it to the back parking lot, near the 
mill. From where we were parked, I could 
see the city bus coming when it was time, 
and that way, I’d be sure to beat Mom 
home. 

I don’t know how many times we told 
each other we were sorry. Then, we started 
kissing, and all the time Cade kissed me, 
I kept thinking that I was so lucky—he 
belonged to me—and beautiful, older girls 
like Marybeth would just die to go with 
him—but, it was me Cade loved! 

I don’t know just when our kisses began 
to change—grow deeper. more full of 
something I'd never felt before. I could 
feel Cade’s heart thundering. and once he 
pulled away from me. But it had been so 
wonderful, that feeling of excitement that 
had run through me, that I moved over 
closer to him and kissed his mouth, my 
own lips trembling and hot feeling. 

“Oh. honey.” he moaned. ““God—I don’t 
want to do anything wrong! You’re such a 
baby—” 

Something close to fear stirred in me. 
I didn’t want Cade thinking that! That I 
was just an infant! “I’m not,” I said, my 
mouth still against his lips. “I’m not a 
baby, Cade! I know all about—” 

But I didn’t. I didn’t know anything 
about it. When Cade began making love 
to me, his hands caressing me, I knew that 
was wrong, and I tried to tell him to stop, 
but the words wouldn’t come to my lips. 
And then—then—something else was hap- 
pening, something I’d never even thought 
of. I struggled, but it was too late now, 
and Cade and I were sitting up, staring at 
each other like two frightened strangers. 

“Did we—did we go all the way, Cade?” 
I asked thickly. 

“My gosh,” he said. “I thought you said 
you knew all about it!” He shook his head. 
“T’m sorry, honey.” 

I stared straight ahead, out the dark 
window. Before I could say anything, I 
saw the city bus jog along, under the cor- 
ner street light. 

“That’s Mom’s bus,” I cried. “Oh Cade 
—I have to hurry home!” 

I got out of his car and ran home. I’d 
just stuffed my coat into the closet and 
flopped into a chair when Mom got home. 

I fixed some tea for her, then I went to 


bed. /’m a woman now, I thought. A req) 


grown-up woman! And I belong to Cad) 
—forever. It had been so quick, and exci}, 
ing and sweet—what could be so wromj_ 
about letting a boy make love to yoy’). 
When you loved somebody—why—this was}. 


the most wonderful thing that could hap 
pen! And now, Cade and I would ge 
married, of course. Cade loved me, anj 
of course he’d want to marry me. 


CAN’T blame Cade for what happened 

those next two times. It was my faul, 
and in spite of the whisperings I’d hear( 
at school, and in spite of Mom’s grin 
warnings never to let a boy “go too far, 
what Cade and I did in his car didn‘ 
seem to have connection with any of tha 
talk. I loved him so—and it was wonderfi] 
to be able to please him, excite him. make 
him happy. And the afterwards kisses— 
all soft and tired and gentle—they were 
wonderful too. 

It seemed to me that I changed, even 
physically. My breasts seemed to be fuller 
than before. or maybe I just imagined it, 
At school. I didn’t stand around like a 
ninny. giggling in the rest room with the 
other girls. There was a new warmth and 
satisfaction in me. 

Even Ruthie, my locker-mate noticed it 
Only she didn’t look envious—she looked 
worried. 

“Heidi.” she said, one noon, just before 
I went to meet Cade. “You seem—differ 
ent. And kids are talking about the way 
you and Cade neck in the hall, down by 
the side door.” 

“So what?” I said, almost proud 
“They're just jealous because they don't 
have boy friends.” 

“Now wait just a darned minute,” she 
said evenly. “Are you saying that I’m jeal- 
ous of you?” 

Maybe I was more grown-up and mature 
and all that, but I was tired, too. All the 
nights of sneaking out to see Cade hai 
robbed me of lots of sleep, and sometimes 
I nearly went to sleep in class. Now, I felt 
a sudden anger at Ruthie. I knew it was 
only nerves, and being worn out, but the 
words were out of my mouth before I could 
stop them. 

“Maybe I do mean that,” I flung at her. 
“You’ve probably been talking about me, 
just like everybody else has!” 

She raised a haughty eyebrow. “Hor 
estly, Heidi. sometimes I think all the cat 
tion your mother took with you didn’t do 
one little bit of good! I wouldn’t be a bit 
surprised if you were going all the way 
with Cade right now!” 

I hated her babyish smugness! She 
didn’t know anything about real love! 
“What if I am?” I said. “I love Cade!” 

Her round pink mouth dropped opet. 
“Heidi!” and she stepped back from mé 
as if I were poison. “You’d think you'd 
have enough sense not to do the same 
thing your mother did! And look what 
happened to her! He wouldn’t even matty 
her!” 
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her, and she 
damped both hands over her mouth. 

“Gee,” she said. her voice thin, “I—I’m 
worry, Heidi! My Mom would just kill me 
{ she knew I said that. She was never real 
wre if you knew or not!” 

My breath was coming in crazy little 
pants. I whirled away from Ruthie and ran 
blindly down the hall. My Mom—not mar- 
ried! My Mom had gotten into the terrible 
trouble that she was always telling me not 


[ stared at suddenly 


to! 

When I got to the corner. I stopped. 
After all—I’d let Cade make love to me, 
hadn’t 1? But that was different. Cade 
yould marry me if I asked him—if I were 


ging to have a baby, he’d marry me. My 
own father hadn’t cared enough about 
Mom to marry her! Like she was too bad. 
or easy. or cheap— 

Mom was ironing when I 
When she saw me. she unplugged her iron 
and came over to me, her face worried. 

“Heidi! Honey—what are you doing 
home this time of day?” 

I pushed her hands away. “Ruthie told 
me.” I said thickly, “she told me that you 
—you've never been married! That you got 
into trouble and my father wouldn’t marry 


got home. 


vou!” 

Mom’s face seemed to crumple. “I’m 
ory,” she said dully. “Sorry you had to 
fnd it out this way. I guess—I should 
have told you.” She looked at me with 


pain-filled eyes. “It’s true. honey. I was 
young—foolish, and I thought ! was in 
love. I let-—your father—-make love to me. 
When I told him I was pregnant—he left 


her 


age 


town.” She shook head. “A lot of 
women in town my know about it. 
Your grandfather died that next vear. and 
[think it was partly the shame that killed 
him.” Her voice wavered. “But once I had 
you—I loved you, darling! You know that! 

{nd I’ve tried to keep the same thing from 
happening to you! I was so afraid that— 
that a boy would hear about me. maybe 
through his mother or father, and that he’d 
think you were cheap and easy. That’s why 
I've been so strict.” 

My mind was reeling. There’d been hints 
hints about Mom, but I’d never caught 
om. Even Cade had said something once. 
about Mom having no right to act so 
damed holy. Then he knew! He knew 
about Mom, and that’s why he asked me 
out—that’s why he’d that big 
tush, because he figured that sooner, or 
later, I'd give in to him! 

I was so sick and ashamed that next 
day, that I didn’t go to school. I didn’t 
even speak to Mom. I couldn’t. It was her 
fault—her fault I'd blackened my reputa- 
tion. Cade wouldn’t have lied to me. 
tended that he loved me. if he hadn’t 
known about what my mother was. He’d 
have treated me right—decently 

And then, I began really being scared. 
What if I had a baby? Dear God—what if 
l had a baby? Maybe my baby would suf- 
fer just like I was suffering! 

My Mom made me go back to school the 


given me 


pre- 


next day. She said it was foolish of me to 
hide; after all. a lot of the kids at school 
had probably known that Mom had once 
been in trouble. and it hadn’t made any 
difference in their feeling towards me. 

That’s what she thought. She didn’t 
know about Cade—and those nights in the 
parking lot— 

My face burned 
membering. 

When I got to school. I shoved my stuff 
locker and hurried down the hall. 
or any of the 


with shame. just re- 


in my 
I didn’t want to see Ruthie, 
kids. By now, it would be all over school 
that I'd let Cade make 
Ruthie would have told evervbody! 
Maybe I just imagined it but I thought 
I saw a few boys stare at me with new in- 
terest in their eyes. homeroom period. 
And when I walked into the hall. a little 
circle of girls was standing there, whisper- 
ing. When they saw me. they stopped talk- 
ing. like a phonograph needle that 
suddenly lift up. 
I didn’t see Cade until noon. Then I tried 
to by-pass him, but he grabbed my arm. 
“Let me go,” I said, voice low. “I 
You tricked me 
to love me, and all the time. 
you'd get your way with me 
knew that my Mom had once made a fool 
You figured my Mom 


too!” 


love to me. 


you 


my 
-you pretended 
you figured 


hate you! 


because you 
of herself over a boy. 
for a tramp. and me, 

His hand tightened on my arm. “Now 
hold the boat, Heidi! At first. I admit I 
did ask you out because I thought you 
might be easy. Sure—I’d heard a few 
stories about your mother. and about you 
legal father. Okay. so I 
But when 
okay. 


not having a 
saw 


didn’t 


wanted some lovin’. 
I treated you 


you 
were decent- 
1?” 

“You 
hotly. 


wanted.” 


were just biding time.” I 


“You 


your 


said finally got what you 


His eyes narrowed. “Now wait just a 
You were plenty willing, and you 
And after that first time 


your idea!” 


minute! 
know it! it was 
I pulled away from him. “I hate you— 
you’re nothing but a low-down lying 

“T had you figured right the first time.” 
“You're easy. Heidi. How do I 
know vou the innocent baby you 
acted like? You told me yourself that you 
know! So 
just because 
the truth 


he said. 
were 
knew everything there was to 
don’t come crying to me now, 
some girl friend of yours told 
about you!” 

as hard as [ could. 
I burst into tears and ran. I didn’t 
I knew Mom would 
go back to school. And at school 
it was terrible all the kids 


knowing what I’d done. 
pS 


I slapped his face. 
Then, 
know where to £0. 
make me 


too with 


LL that week I cut classes. I'd go over 

and sit in the park, just sit there, my 
insides as twisted as if some giant hand 
At home, I knew 
me, but 


had reached inside me. 


Mom was worried about she 
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thought I was attending school at least. 
Then on Thursday I threw up on my 
vay to the park. It was just awful—a 
woman stopped and asked me if I wanted 
er to drive me home. and I pulled away 
her and ran like I was crazy. When 
[ got to the park. I sat there, shaking all 
Barbara Hansen had gotten in trouble 
last year at school. Everybody knew she 
yas pregnant, because every morning, be- 
fore first period, she’d get sick in the rest 


roor 


[ covered my face with my hands. Oh— 
God help me! I was going to have a baby! 
What if Cade ran out on me? What if he 
pretended that it wasn’t his? I’d have to 
live all my life in shame—just like my 


Mom had! 

Finally, I tried to think. There was only 
me thing to do, of course—tell Cade. Beg 
him, if I had to. If he married me, the 
talk would die down, the gossip at school 
would stop, and at least our baby wouldn’t 
uffer for our mistake! 

When Cade came out of his late morning 
la [ was standing by his locker, wait- 
ing for him. A couple of kids saw me and 
[ knew they thought I was crawling, but 
| didn’t care, 

“T thought we had it all settled, Heidi,” 
Cade said. “I don’t want to be blunt, but 
frankly, I don’t feel the same way about 
ou that I did at first.” 

What he meant was—when I let him 
make love to me, with no protest, when I 
practically flung myself at him, then he 
stopped caring for me! 

I clutched at his arm. “Cade.” I said. 


I’m going to have a baby!” 
His face paled, and he pulled me around 
the corner. near the gym door, where no- 


body could hear us. “A baby! My God, 
Heidi! Are you sure?” 

! nodded, my throat full. “Oh Cade— 
please—please marry me! Don’t run out 
Please—please—please!” 

He shook off my grasp. “Marry you? 
Why the hell should I marry you? I gave 
p the idea of marrying you when you got 
30 easy to get, Heidi. Why would I want 

you? I’ve been getting what I 

ed without giving you a wedding 

[ stared at him. “But—it’s your baby! 
[ve never been bad with anybody else!” I 
tried to grab his hand. “You can’t blame 
me for what my Mom did, Cade! It isn’t 


coldly. “Nobody 
blamed you for what happened to your 
other. All I did was ask you out for that 
eason, but when I saw that you were 
traight. I didn’t try to get fresh. That’s 
why I dropped you. I wanted a girl who’d 


Listen.” he said 


do me a favor. But then—I realized that I 


really did like you. I wanted to take you 
you be my girl. I think I was 
love with you—even after that 


ul nave 


first night. But then—you changed, Heidi. 
You started pushing it—practically throw- 





ing yourself at me, like you couldn’t get 
enough.” He shrugged. “If I stopped lov- 
ing you, if I don’t much care what happens 
to you now, it’s your fault—not your 
mother’s.” 

I watched. as Cade walked past me and 
out of my life. I went out the side door. 
like a fugitive. I knew I had to tell my 
Mom. I knew how heartsick she’d be. and 
she had a right to. It wasn’t her fault—it 
had nothing to do with her. It was mine. 

But Mom didn’t feel like that. “Oh, 
baby.” she said. her arms around me. “I 
should have told vou more 
girls get babies. I should have let vou have 
that bov come to the house!” Her eyes 
filled with tears. “This is my fault too, 
honey.” 


about how 


Mom made an appointment for me at 
the doctor’s, for the next day. I think that 
night was the worst I ever spent. Mom and 
me. hoth of us shamed—foolish—heartsick 
and scared. Because we'd ‘one all the way 
with bovs we thought loved us! 

Well. T guess God took pity on me. Doc- 
tor Smalley told me that T wasn’t preenant. 
and to stop worrying. “You were lucky. 
Heidi.” he told me. “I hope you'll have 
more sense after this.” 

Decency was a better word. Enough 
decenev to know that the act of love is 
like a dirtv joke hefore marriage. and like 
a noem after marriage. 

Sure. a boy will ask you to prove your 
love. Sure. he’ll say that his feelings won’t 
change toward you if you'll just give in. 
And he may mean it when he says it. 

But in a moment of truth. ask a boy if 
he wants to marry a girl who’s not a virgin 

—~if he’d rather have her come to him 
sweet and pure. or have her soiled by some 
other boy, or himself- 
swer he gives you. 

I know I was lucky not to be pregnant. 
And I know that in a minor way. some of 
what happened to me might have been 
my mother’s fault 
let me date and have boys come to the 


and see what an- 


because she wouldn’t 


house. and because she hadn’t fully ex- 
plained the real meaning of sex to me. 

But the real blame lies with me. I have 
two more years of school to finish. and 
teen-age kids don’t forget. Maybe they 
won't say so. but they'll know that I was 
once easy. That once. I went all the way 
with a boy, and then had to hang around 
his locker, begging him to take me back. 

Do you know what that means? It means 
no boy will ask me out unless he’s hoping 
to be able to make time with me. It means 
that when the boys think of marriage and 
a home and kids. they'll remember what 
I once did with Cade. And if I am lucky 
enough to find a boy who will overlook my 
past and marry me—my children might be 
shamed by what I did, just like I was 
shamed by what my Mom did. 

Having a baby isn’t the only way a girl 
pays for going all the way! THE END 





Trapped! 


(Continued from Page 25) 


“Hey, what’s with you—you crying? 
Cripes. Rab—Judy. you didn’t yell or any- 
thing. I thought you wanted—” He 
shrugged uncertainly and made a big 
thing out of starting the car. I huddled on 
the seat. half sick. until he stopped in 
front of the house. Thank God it was dark, 
Mom had gone to bed. If she saw me I 
thought she’d guess right away what had 
happened. Bud started to kiss me and | 
jerked away. 

“Mistake all around, huh?” he said. 
nastily. “Well, no hard feelings!” 

No hard feelings. Yll never hate anyone 
as much, I thought. Who does he think he 
is? I suppose he’ll tell every boy at school 
—not that it matters—everything’s ruined 
anyway. A boy could always tell if you 
weren’t a virgin, that’s what the girls said, 
there was some way they knew. So if I 
should ever meet the right boy now it was 
too late. 

Another thing the girls said was that 
you couldn't get pregnant the first time. 
But they were wrong. I did. During that 
horrible struggle in the car Bud Leach 
made me pregnant. 

For a while after I found out I was go- 
ing to have a baby I was just numb. Then 
I started getting sick at my stomach and 
the numbness changed to fear. If I could 
just finish out the semester without any- 
one finding out. I don’t know why that was 
important to me when I knew Id have to 
quit school anyway, but it was. I cornered 
Bud Leach after ball practice one evening 
and managed to tell him the news. At first 
he didn’t believe it. What he said made 
me despise him all the more. 

“Nope.” he shook his head. “You’re not 
pinning it on me, Rabbit. Maybe I wasn’t 
the only one, how do I know? But even if 
I was, you can’t get anything out of me— 
my old man owes everyone in town right 
now!” 

“IT didn’t ask you for money,” I said. 

“You want me to marry you, shotgun- 
style? Sorry. Rabbit, but I got a football 
scholarship coming up when I graduate, 
and ['m not marrying anybody this year. 
And listen, us guys stick together on these 
deals—you start anything and Ill produce 
half a dozen boys that'll all swear they 
were with you that night. see?” 

“T see!” I flung the words back at him. 
“T see just how it is!” 

“I’m glad you do.” He turned on his 
heel and walked away from me. 


HEN, during the Christmas holidays. 
Mom found out. She noticed that I 
hadn’t used any sanitary napkins for 
weeks and questioned me about it until I 
broke down and told her the whole story 
-except who the boy was. 
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| didn’t know what crazy thing she'd do 
{ she found out it was Bud Leach—prob- 
ably go right to his house and make a big 
wene. or even have him arrested. My Mom 
is sort of a character—she’s hard as nails, 
and she can really be sarcastic. When my 
qther was overseas during the Korean 
War Mom had a love affair with another 
nan. She had started to divorce Dad when 
his other man was killed in a car wreck. 
The divorce went through, with Mom get- 
ting the house and fifty dollars a month 
for me. She made the third floor into two 
yartments and with that income and the 
ifty dollars we made out so that she didn’t 
have to work. Oh. she sold cosmetics door- 
door sometimes, but she hated a regular 
ib. A lot of people in the neighborhood 
lt sorry for Mom, I don’t know why, and 
they were always giving us stuff from their 
stdens, or fish they’d caught. or old 
clothes for me. 

Well, Mom had a right to be mad, I 
ess, but she really ripped into me. She 
let me know just what I was. But I think 
deep-down she was scared that Dad would 
fnd out and maybe he’d cut off the sup- 
port or take me away or something. He'd 
remarried and was living down South. 

I finished the semester, wearing sloppy 
eaters that didn’t show my _ stomach. 
Then I told the principal that the doctor 
had advised me to drop out of school for 
a while—I guess he knew what it really 
vas, It was too painful and embarrassing 
w tell my friends that lie so I just gath- 
ed up my books and left. 

Mom was determined to keep the ex- 
ynses down after I told her the boy wasn’t 
ning to help me. She took me to a doctor 
for a checkup, but she threw away the 
vitamin prescriptions he gave me instead 
ofhaving them filled. 

‘Those things cost six dollars a bottle!” 
she shrieked. The doctor said all his cases 
had to enter the hospital for delivery. but 
Yom got around that too. When I went 
ato labor she kept me at home and didn’t 
all the doctor until the last possible min- 
ite, She said she was afraid it was too 
lite to move me now. The doctor came. 
but he only beat the baby by five minutes 
ad I'd been in labor over twelve hours, 
vithout anything but some old pain-killing 
jills of Mom’s. But I stood it all right. It 
vemed like I was getting braver now that 
hishad happened to me—anyway, I knew 
iter going through this that no boy was 
going to push me around again! 

My baby was a girl—a dear little round- 
faced girl that you couldn’t help but love, 
10matter who her father was. She re- 
minded me of those pictures of little ba- 
bies with wings. little angels or whatever 
they are, and I decided to call her Angela, 
vhich soon got shortened to Angie. 

Iwas up in a few days, doing the house- 
‘ork. Mom was griping about how much 
he baby was going to cost her, even 
though she knew I was going to get a job 
just as soon as T could. 


Crocker’s asked about 
you,” she said bluntly one day. as she 
came in with a load of groceries. 

“What man.” I was startled. 


“The man at 


“That new butcher. I think he likes 
you.” Ye Gods, I thought. I knew who 


she meant—the new butcher at Crocker’s 
Market. But how could he “like” me? 
He’d certainly seen me at my worst these 
past few months. I hadn’t had but one 
real maternity dress and when I made my 
trips to the store I wore my old blue jeans 
with a blouse. The shirt tails would hardly 
cover the wide-open zipper. and my ankles 
and feet were swollen nearly out of my 
run-over loafers. My hair was dead-look- 
ing and stuck out every which way and I 
hadn’t cared enough to fix it up. And he 
must know I wasn’t married to the baby’s 
father. Maybe he was trying to be kind. 

But Fred Wiley meant business, and 
Mom was encouraging him. The first thing 
I knew he was visiting us at the house. In 
ways he seemed backward. but he 
was first night he 
came over he told me all about himself. 
how he’d been in the service and then went 
to meat-cutting school on the GI bill. He 
picked that because it was a trade there 
He was very 


some 


persistent. The very 


was always a demand for. 
careful with his money. he thought every- 


one should work hard and save _ their 
money. 
Angie wasn’t quite three weeks old 


when I applied for work at the glass fac- 
tory. They called me to come in the fol- 
lowing week and put me to work in the 
wrapping department, packing the glass- 
ware for shipment. It wasn’t bad at all. 
I enjoyed working, getting away from the 
house and Mom. Yet, at the same time I 
hated to leave Angie all day. I got forty 
dollars a week before deductions, but I 
had to give Mom twenty for board and for 
watching Angie. and out of what was left 
I had to buy all Angie’s things. 


More than anything I wished I could 
have my own room or apartment some- 


but I knew I couldn’t afford it. I 


-unless I got mar- 


where. 
was trapped at home- 
ried. And who would 
Fred? 

I stared at him, 
I have to settle now for 
twice my age? Fred might as well be fifty 


marry me except 
sitting beside me. Did 
someone nearly 


—he was so set in his ways. 
When Wagon Train was over 
like a robot and helped me on with my 
We walked to the Dairy Bar without 
Thank God it was nearly 


he got up 


coat. 
talking much. 


deserted. I would have liked to have a 
sundae, but Fred always ordered dime 
cones so that was what we got. It was too 


cold to eat ice cream, I decided on the way 
back, and threw mine away half-eaten. 
“What’s the matter?” Fred asked imme- 
diately. 
“Oh, nothing. It was making me shiver,’ 
I answered. He took that as an invitation 
to slip his arm around me. We stopped in 


b 
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shadow of a big tree. 


There. is that better?” 
I guess so.” I tried to slip away from 
his arm 
‘Don’t you like that. Judy?” 
I don’t care.” 
You don’t have to act shy with me. I 
mean. after all, I know better.” 
What do you—?” 
Don’t get mad,” he interrupted quickly. 
“I only meant you didn’t need to put on 
for me. I understand you’re not in- 
1ocent. so why pretend? You could let 
elf go and kiss me. couldn’t you? 
not asking too much!” And he 
reached for me and planted a moist kiss 
my mouth. I felt dead, absolutely 
[t was like kissing a fish and it was 
ould do to keep myself from pushing 
iv. I let him kiss me two more 
Vaybe there’s something wrong 
[ thought. Maybe I was frigid. 
be I wouldn’t ever feel anything when 
1 man touched me. maybe I wouldn’t ever 
know real love! But I wanted to love some- 
esperately. I wanted a boy. some- 
someone that would understand 


That 


Trig [ 
dead 
ill | 


ind forgive and help me recapture the lost 
davs. I would take care of my 
nly why did I have to grow up for- 
| never be young again. Why? 
Please. Fred!” I spoke sharply. “Let’s 
d here on the like this.” 
med satisfied. now that he had his 
kiss. We went on. Indirectly, Fred let me 
ki that even though I was damaged 


eena ce 


street 


A y lial 

coods he was willing to overlook certain 
things. because he was such a good guy. 
In other words he would do me the biggest 
favor that anybody could—he would con- 


sider marrying me. When we got home I 
| to get rid of him at last by tell- 
I had to get up even earlier than 
il and wash the baby’s diapers before 


[ went to work. Mentioning the baby al- 
1 damper on Fred. 


(+ OING to the factory was more like 
iping than working. The day went 
was noon before you knew it. 

ory had a hig lunch room. but 

f the workers went across the street 
I was one of the few who 


taurant. 
lunch from home and most of 
who did were old workers. They 
groups they always sat in. so I 
I found a vacant: 
table and opened my sack and spread out 
the lunch. Two peanut butter and jelly 


by myself. 


and a half-stale piece of gin- 
gerbread. Ugh. Distastefully, I started un- 
I looked up and 
s a boy standing in the lunch room 
looking at me. He came forward. 
This table taken? I mean, are you sav- 


sandw nes 


wrap] Sa sandwich. 


Gosh, no! Help yourself.” He sat down 
me. I stared. I couldn’t help it, 
seen him in the factory before, 
or anyone like him. He was about six feet 





tall and big in the shoulders. but narrow 
everyplace else. He had dark crew-cut 
hair and big brown eyes. and he wore a 
faded West High jersey and levis. He was 
about the cutest boy I’d ever seen. 

I realized that I was wearing an old 
East High jersey and a pair of jeans. so 
that made us kind of twins. almost. He 
had a big thermos bottle and a huge paper 
sack. I watched him bring out piles of 
sandwiches. a hunk of cake. and some as- 
sorted fruit. 

“My mother thinks I’m just a growing 
boy.” he said. 

“T think she’s right. But can you really 
eat all that?” 

“Watch me.” He picked up a sandwich 
and started munching. gazing around the 
lunch room as he ate. 

“You can see vou don’t have to reserve 
a table.” I said. “Nearly everyone goes out 
to eat. I guess I would too if T could af- 
ford it.” 

“We'll have to treat ourselves some day. 
and go out.” he said, like it was all ar- 
ranged already and we were old friends. 
“This is my first day.” he added. “how 
long vou been working here?” 

“Two months. I’m in packing.” 

“IT saw you. I push those little carts 
around, that they load crates on.” 

“Do you think you'll like it?” 

“Tt’s a job.” he shrugged. and I thought 
he sounded kind of bitter. “Like some 
milk?” 

“TI think I would. I'll get a paper cup.” 
I got up and walked to the cup dispenser. 
As I came back to the table he was watch- 
ing me walk. and I was glad that I'd got 
my figure back. Something was stirring in- 
side me. a little faint shiver of excitement. 
of a feeling that T thought was dead. It 
wasn’t! 

“My name is Judy Philips.” I said. as 
he poured the milk. “Would it be forward 
to ask your name?” 

“Heck. I thought I told you—no., I guess 
I didn’t—it’s Pete Lester.” 

“Pete Lester.” I repeated. 
somewhere before. ‘“Aren’t 
West High football team?” 

“T was on the West High football team,” 
his voice was grim. “until [ got my knee 
mashed up by East High last year.” 

“I remember! They carried you off— 
and you didn’t come back.” 


I'd heard it 


you on the 





“Well. I graduated anyway. It was my 
last year. But whoever hit me sure messej 
things up for me.” 

“Didn’t your knee get better?” 

“Oh. I can walk without limping noy. 
but it'll never get better. It still folds up 
on me sometimes, and they say it'll keep 
me out of the service—and of course jj 
knocked me out of my college scholarship, 
That was what really hurt. I thought | 
had it made, four years, all expenses—py 
folks couldn’t send me. see, we got nine 
kids in the family—” he stopped suddenly. 
I knew by the little waver in his voice tha 
it did hurt him not to be able to go to eol. 
lege. T thought about Bud Leach and his 
scholarship. Life is rotten, sometimes. 

“Ye Gods. it’s time to go back to work!” 
I exclaimed. 

“You gonna be here tomorrow?” 

“Every day.” I said gaily. We smiled, 
like it was a pact or something that we'd 
eat together tomorrow. I felt like running 
back to the packing room. I worked like 
sixty the rest of the day, and the singing 
excitement stayed with me. If I just shut 
my eyes for a second I could see those big 
brown eyes right in front of me! Just 
think about tomorrow. Judy. not about the 
day when Pete Lester finds out about you 
—just think about tomorrow. 

And the next day. when Pete came into 
the lunch room and his searching eyes 
found me and I saw his face brighten, | 
knew. I knew. I knew! He liked me. Those 
wonderful lunch hours—just Pete and | 
talking and kidding each other and getting 
closer and closer until in two weeks it was 
like we’d always known each other and he 
was talking about us going out together on 
a real date. Pete was the kind of boy 
who’d come to a girl’s house—he wouldn't 
want to meet a girl on a street corner 
some place—and when he came to the 
house that would be the end. Well. I could 
pretend to myself that it was going to las 
a little longer. 


T WAS Wednesday night again. [i 

already decided to tell Fred Wile 
when he came that I was sick—I abso 
lutely couldn’t stand another night of 
Fred Wiley. I'd just give Angie her bottle 
and put her to bed. I sat in the rocker with 
her. rocking it slowly. and tilting the bottle 
up carefully so she didn’t swallow to 
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much air. Oh. she’s the best baby. I 
hought—she’s never a bit of trouble. 
There was a light tap at the door. It didn’t 
ound like Fred’s heavy-handed knock, but 
it must be Fred. come over early. With a 
igh. I picked up Angie and walked to the 
jor holding her. 

“Hi!” Pete stood there, with a mile-wide 
gin, hands in his pockets, his face red 
ith the cold. “Boy, I had some time find- 
ing this place,” he exclaimed cheerfully, 
depping inside. “I wasn’t doing anything 
nd I—well, I just wanted to see you, I 
ess.” I closed the door and leaned 
yainst it for strength. He was looking at 
\ngie. 

“Gee. what a cute baby! Well, can I 
ome in?” 

“Sure!” I led him into the living room 
ud he sat down, unzipping his jacket. I 
id Angie on the couch with shaking 
hands. She wanted the rest of her bottle 
and she started to kick. 

“Watch out,” Pete said, “the baby’ll fall 
of there. You know, I’m crazy about little 
babies—my sister has twins. I guess I told 
you.” 

“Yes, you did,” I said faintly. 

“Whose baby is that?” he asked conver- 
ationally. I froze. I stared at him. silent- 
\y begging him to understand. 

“It’s mine.” 

There was a flat silence. Pete’s jaw 
dropped. He couldn’t find words. 

“But—you never said you were married 
—" 

‘lm not married. I never was. When I 
wld you I quit school it wasn’t because I 
was sick, it was because of the baby.” 
There. Now it was said. Now it was done 
with, His face changed from puzzlement to 
mderstanding, and it grew red. 

‘I guess I get it.” He stood up. jerking 
nervously at the jacket zipper. 

“Pete. If youll wait just a moment 
while ] take Angie upstairs, I'll tell you 
‘Tm not sure if I want you to tell me,” 
said bluntly. I picked up the baby and 
tok her up to Mom’s room, where Mom 
was reading the paper. I thrust Angie and 
the bottle at her. 

“Here.” I commanded. “Feed her and 
put her to bed.” Mom blinked, but she 
wok her, and I went back down. Pete was 
utside, but he hadn’t left. I could hear 
him on the porch, tramping up and down. 
lwent out and his face was grim. 

“How come you didn’t marry him—the 
sly who—?” he wanted to know. 

“He didn’t want to, and I wouldn’t have 
nartied him anyway! I hate him.” 

‘Tll bet!” Pete retorted sarcastically. 

‘T only went out with him once. You 
tnow when it was? It was the night of the 
last-West game! I didn’t even know him 
—to this day I couldn’t tell you anything 
bout him except his name. Oh, what 
vould you know about it, you’re a boy, 
you're all the same, you wouldn’t believe 
how it could happen!” 





“We're all the same?” Pete laughed a 
short, bitter laugh. “Yeah, I had a girl 
once. I was crazy about her. But after I 
hurt my knee and couldn't play ball she 
wasn’t crazy about me. Boy, I said, never 
again—no girl is ever gonna hurt me 
again. But when you said that was your 
baby—well. that hurt me—I thought that 
you and me—oh, hell!” 

“Pete!” I was crying. “Pete!” But he 
was going down the walk. He met Fred 
Wiley coming up and they nearly ran into 
each other. 

“What’s all the yelling about? What’s 
the matter with Judy?” Fred demanded 
nervously. 

“My God. who are you?” Pete said in 
disgust. Fred ignored him, coming toward 
me. 

“Judy. get inside! Where’s your coat? 
Everyone in the neighborhood can hear 
you!” 

“Don’t touch me, Fred Wiley! I don’t 
The three of us stood 
Pete’s face 


want to go inside.” 
there. glaring at each other. 
showed utter contempt. 

“Is this the guy?” 
out. 

“No. that’s Fred.” I was laughing and 
crying at once, I guess I was hysterical. 
“Fred’s perfectly He’s a 
butcher. and he wants to marry me—not 


He spat the words 


honorable. 
because he loves me—and he hates Angie 
—but I’m a fallen woman, you know, and 
I choked 
on my sobs. “And if he marries me he can 
Mom and that’ll save 
him a lot of money. and—and you go on, 


I have to take what I can get!” 
move in here with 
Pete Lester. just go on!” 


“Judy.” 
ing me in his arms. “Please don’t cry like 


Pete wasn’t going, he was tak- 
that. please.” His arms were strong and 
warm and I felt his heart beating right 
under my cheek and he was wiping my 
face with his handkerchief and whisper- 
ing. “Honey. honey. forget what I said, I 
didn’t it!” 
Fred. “Hey. you. go in 
coat.” and Fred did it. 
Pete wrapped the coat around me and 


Then he was ordering 
Judy’s 


mean 
and get 


we walked away from the house together, 
not going anywhere special. just walking. 
Gradually I stopped crying. 

“I’m sorry for what I said,” he repeated. 
“T don’t know—it just hit me so hard I 
back at Look, you 
wouldn’t marry that Fred. would you?” I 
shook my head. 

“I was going to tell him tonight that I 
didn’t feel good. I didn’t want to see him 
any more. Not after I met you.” 

“IT know. That’s the way it was with me. 
right when I saw you that first day. I could 
hardly wait to get to work and make a 
trip to the packing room so I could watch 
you filling boxes and I’d say to myself ‘my 
girl, my girl’!” 

“Oh, Pete, don’t 
feel that way any more.” 

“But I do. I can’t help it. 


wanted to get you. 


now. I know you can’t 


When 


you 
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started to cry it was like I was falling 
:part inside.” We held hands and walked 
on, scuffing our feet in the leaves. 

Maybe.” he went on, “maybe we kind 
of belong with each other because we’ve 
both had a tough time. and we’re both 

une 

But what happened to you was an acci- 

dent, and what happened to me was my 


1 fault!” He stopped and put his hands 
m my shoulders and pulied me up against 
ludy—lI think it must have been an ac- 
cident, too. T’ll—I’ll always try to think 


that way, I promise.” And I felt his hands 
tightening, and the hardness of his chest, 


and the soft warm sweetness of his mouth. 
I love him! I can love, I can still feel pas- 
sion— more than I ever dreamed of, even. 
My mind raced, my heart pounded with 
joy. If people died of happiness. I'd yo 
right there in Pete Lester’s arms. Oh, God, 
I'll be so good all the rest of my life—TIll 
try so hard—only let me have Pete—he’s 
the one! 

“What are you doing 
closed?” he teased gently. 

“[’m praying.” 

“Well, I never thought I was exactly the 
answer to a girl’s prayer—but if I am—I 


with your eyes 


guess you can have me!” 


THE END 





I Gambled 


With Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


each Saturday night. Dad was a good 
but he died before I became hot 


oames 
playe1 
with the cards. 

But I will give him credit for teaching 
basic Of course, that 
hadn’t been his purpose at all. But because 
the games were always played in the living- 
room, where I slept on the divan, I was per- 
mitted up while they on. 
Sometimes that was all night. 

\t first. I contented myself sitting on the 
ouch, listening to the language Dad and 
his friends used while playing. Later, I 
slipping up behind Dad’s chair, 
and watching what he was doing 


me the methods. 


stay were 


to 


began 
juletly 
cards. 

[ soon discovered that Dad wasn’t too 
of a player. He made some bad mis- 
takes, even I could see them. He would take 
1 lot of unnecessary chances, hoping for 
luck, I guess. As I watched his hand, I 
began to understand the games. I watched 
eagerly when the games were completed, to 


with the 


mu¢ h 


-ee how they analyzed some of them. 

Why, it was better than going to school! 
Here I was learning the profession I later 
hose for my career. 

Then I began checking the other men’s 
hands, once I saw they paid no attention to 
[ made sure to keep quiet and to keep 


me 


back slightly out of the light. I began to 
long for these Saturday night sessions. 


Looking back, I suppose that I took such 
in interest in cards because I had gotten 
off to a bad start with girls. Life would still 
be good had I remembered those bad starts 
when Clara came along. 

[ had had two bad affairs with two girls 
ind I early swore off them. Girls were noth- 
ing but trouble. You never got what you 
started out for and if you got it, it wasn’t 
what you expected. I guess I felt that way 
because I had never gotten what I set out 


to get, except when I was 10, and that 


didn’t really count because I didn’t know 
what it was all about. Before or after. 
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I was not a bad-looking kid. I knew it 
and I knew that the girls knew it because 
you could always hear them talking about 
one fellow or another and making eyes at 
you when you passed and talking to you in 
that weird, sweet way they have: “Hello 
Jimmy,” they would say, smiling, with a 
syrupy, musical ring to the words. Then 
they would really go to gabbing about you. 

“Tsn’t he cute?” I heard one of them say. 
*He’s a dreamboat.” another girl answered. 
But I was already rounding the corner in 
the school hallway. I wasn’t bashful. I just 
didn’t care much for girls. 

Then I turned 13 and met a girl in my 
room named Mary Sampson. Mary was the 
only girl I ever thought was cute in glasses. 
Chubby-legged with long braids, which I 
was always tying in knots because she sat 
in front of me, Mary awakened something 
in me I had never known. I felt a squirm- 
ing down inside every time she turned her 
bright, big brown eyes on me. Like I just 
had to touch her. She didn’t mind me fool- 
ing with her hair at all. She seemed to like 
it. 

I should have remembered all this later, 
with Clara. But by then. cards were the 
only thing I really understood. 

One day, as we changed classes, I found 
Mary digging in her locker in a dark cor- 
ner of the hall. There wasn’t anyone 
around. As she straightened up from look- 
ing on the floor of the locker and closed its 
door, I impulsively grabbed her around the 
waist. 

She squirmed at first, but after seeing it 
was me, she sort of calmed down and half 
smiled. “What are you doing, Jimmy?” she 
asked, holding on to her books with one 
arm and placing the other on my shoulder. 

“You know,” I said in a strange sounding 
voice—I felt slightly dizzy from a thrilling 
sensation down at the bottom of my stom- 
ach. 

“Tl bet you won’t meet me at the drug- 
store at six o’clock tonight.” I said in a 





stronger voice. “Ill bet that I will, if you 
invite me,” Mary said, flashing a smile and 
seeming to enjoy the embrace in which | 
held her. 

Then old man Jenkins, the nosey English 
teacher, spied us, with his glasses hanging 
on the tip of his nose. “Well I never!” he 
exclaimed, grabbing me by the arm. Mary 
scrambled away as Mr. Jenkins busied him. 
self with me. “Well, young man, you have 
some explaining to do,” he said, as |] 
squirmed under his grasp. 

I never told who the girl was. But for 
some reason, Mary never showed that night 
or any night at the drugstore. Later, she 
told me that she had chickened out. Not to 
mention the fact that her mother refused to 
let her out. The next time I had a chance 
with her she had started going steady with 
some drip. 

About six months later, when I turned 
14, I had eyes for Jane Snowden. I had 
known Jane most of my life because she 
lived near us for a long time. and had only 
moved about two years before we met 
again. 

I remembered her as a scrawny thing. 
But man, what a doll she had grown to be. 

“Baby.” I said. after I had watched her 
switch around the school for a couple of 
weeks, “I bet you’re one of the easiest lays 
in this school.” I said it like that because I 
knew from the way she watched me, when- 
ever she passed, that she wanted me to stop 
her and talk. But I don’t think she expected 
me to say anything like that right off. 

\t first she looked surprised, her mouth 
dropped open. Then a smile slowly spread 
across her face. “You’re pretty sure of 
yourself, aren’t you?” she asked, finally. 
“Well, I usually get what I want,” I said. 
“How’s about a date tonight, doll?” 

I could see she was going to say no. “T'll 
bet you’re afraid to go out with me,” I chal- 
lenged her. “Most of the gals around this 
place are afraid of Big Jim,” I lied. 

Then something lit up in her face. 
“Okay. Mr. Big Man On Campus,” she 
smiled mysteriously. “Pick me up at eight. 
We'll see how right you are. See you 
then,” and she switched that bewitching 
body on down the hall. I felt ten feet tall, 
but slightly mystified. 

Later that night, after we left the drug- 
store, where we stopped for sodas, we sat 
on her back porch which looked out on a 
beautiful backyard filled with flowers and 
the sweet smell of late spring. A dim light 
burned near the middle of the lawn. 

I moved in for the kill. 

“Look, baby,” I said. “This thing is big- 
ger than the both of us. So why don’t you 
come and snuggle up next to me? You 
don’t have to stay over there next to the 
railing.” 

I reached over and pulled her roughly 
over to me, pressed her young, sweet lips 
against mine in a long kiss. Then I squeezed 
her tightly as my hand began to reach 
down .. 
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“Oh no,” she said as she pushed my hand 
bway. “This is as far as you go.” 

“Now. look, baby.” I said pleadingly. 
There is just you and me here. No one will 
ver know. Your parents aren’t even home.” 

“That may be, Jim,” she said. “But I 
always get off here. I’m sorry, but that’s the 
vay it has to be.” 

“Look baby,” I said, getting a little an- 
ay. “You can’t do this to me. You've led 
ne on too far, now. You can’t stop it now. 
i's bigger than both of us.” 

In a cool, calm voice, Jane answered: 
‘It may be bigger than both of us, but if 
vou touch me I'll tell my dad and I'll also 
ll the principal. Furthermore, I’m going 
i hit you with my shoe if you don’t stop.” 
I reached over and pulled her to me 
ain. As I did, she reached down and 
srabbed her shoe. She began to rain blows 
down on my head. The heel of her shoe set 
of a thousand stars as it landed over my 
eye. I wailed with pain and turned her 
loose. She stood up. 

“I'm sorry. Jim.” she said, “but I warned 
vou.” 
| I didn’t answer. I was hurt and humili- 
ated. This gal meant business. I got up and 
walked out of her yard and out of her life, 
vowing that I would hate girls forever. 
Several months later, when Dad started 
the regular poker sessions. I had forgotten 
the incident with Jane. Without realizing 
it, cards became my woman, my love, my 
heart. 
With the money I made gambling. I 
could always find some gal for a night. 
' That’s all IT needed. Give her a couple 
' drinks, maybe a couple bucks, and I could 
have had any number of gals at my feet 
‘for as long as I wanted. But they were 
only a necessary evil needed for very brief 
Cards and the gambling table 
“sirl *with whom I 





moments. 
' 

were my true love. the 
had no doubts. 


Qo I LIVED during the ten years I was a 
| “ gambler. 

And the way gambling and women fit 
into my life. I should have been able to 
see the handwriting on the wall when Clara 
came along. I believed that I could handle 
both her and cards, equally as well. It 
only proved my undoing. 

The memory of Clara is sweet. 

One night, when the boys couldn’t make 
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our weekly session, I decided I would have 
one of my “ever-ready” gals come along 
and entertain me in my apartment. Julie 


| was her name. 





Julie followed my orders and I was soon 
resting on the bed while she kneeled beside 
me, whispering in my ear. I felt good. The 
whiskey felt smooth and warm as I took a 
‘wig from a bottle. 

“How’s about going down to the dance, 
honey?” Julie whispered in my ear. Feeling 
as I was, I didn’t mind in the least. “Okay,” 
I said.” just for you, Julie.” 


There was a live orchestra in town for 
the night. I couldn’t the last 
time I had been to a dance, so I went. Even 
though I couldn’t dance, I thought that the 
music would sound good and, for a change, 
I could see how some other people had 
their fun. I had mine with the cards. 

Julie strutted into the ballroom ahead 
of me. I took my time going in because I 
was only going to look. Julie wanted to find 
herself a partner now, she could dance for 
the rest of the evening. She didn’t need 
me, anymore, she was inside without having 
paid anything. That was all right with me 
because I hated dancing. 

I walked around the edge of the room, 
feeling lost among all those people dressed 
up in their finery and seemingly having 
a good time of it. I couldn’t imagine how 
they could have any kicks from jumping 
around the floor like that. Seemed stupid. 
You couldn’t bet on a dance. On cards, 
well, that was something else. That’s the 
only kind of jumping I could see. 

I was standing there looking at a couple 
doing the twist, when I turned away from 
the dance floor to start walking again. As 
I turned, I bumped into some guy. Or was 
it a girl? Yes. it was a girl. 

“I’m very sorry.” she said. 
have been watching where I was going, 
she smiled. Clara’s presence seemed to daz- 
zle the already brightly-lit room. 

Noticing the glasses on her face, I 
thought about chubby-legged Mary Samp- 
son, again, for some reason. I hadn’t 
thought of her in years. Clara had some- 
thing more than Mary had—TI could sense 
it right away—but I never knew what it 


remember 


“T should 


” 


really was. 

As she glanced up at me. Clara’s face 
broke into a smile, which seemed to sug- 
gest that there was something there for 
me if I would stay around awhile to find 
out what it was. 

“That’s all right.” I stammered. 
ing what had happened to my voice. But 
if something was the matter with the voice, 
my eyes were still in good working shape. 
Maybe better. That Clara was a real good- 
even with glasses. 

She dark brown hair 
cascading down her back: legs. curved and 
full like those of Venus. Her full. delicate 
lips were loaded with tenderness. I could 
tell just by looking at her. My eyes wan- 
dered from one end of her to the other, 
restless, like something had suddenly made 
me lose all control of them and they just 
had to roam. The curvy hips suggested that 
all sorts of surprises lay there for the lucky 
man. And I got a strange feeling that Clara 
had never had a man. I don’t know why. 
But suddenly, I knew I had to try her just 
once, 

We stood staring at each other all this 
time. It seemed as though neither of us 
wanted to move. I found voice and 
asked her if she wanted to dance. “What’s 


wonder- 
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happening to me?” | asked myself. “You 
know that you can’t dance.” 

What a relief when Clara confessed, “I 
an’t dance, I’m sorry. I was passing by 
ind heard the music. I thought I would 
t look in before I went home.” 

Would you mind if I walked you 
?” T asked her, again surprised at 
myself. Here I was, 25, and hadn’t taken a 
girl! home since that night Jane hit me 

hadn’t had time for 


home 


with the shoe. I 
women 

I don’t live very far from here.” Clara 
aid. “But if you’d like to, itll be alright, 
| suppose.” 

We stayed and watched the dancers for 
half hour. All the time I doubt 
vhether either of us saw the other people 
or even heard the music—the only music 
[ heard was dancing inside of me. 

I’m a secretary,” Clara explained. “I 
came from a little town a hundred miles 
from here. but I’ve been in town for about 
I like living here but I don’t know 


inothe I 


a yeal 
inyone besides the people that I work 
“ ith. 

I saw an opening. 

Well, why don’t you permit me to show 
you the town?” I asked, again surprised at 


my boldness and concern for a woman. I 
ild tell that Clara wasn’t the sort of 
man I had been hanging out with. So 

why did I bother with her? Why was she 

putting up with me? Why was I thinking? 

What was the matter with me? I began to 
el that I was slightly crazy. 

\s Clara talked on, finding out that I 
was a good listener, the physical yearning 
ide of me kept building. I was afraid to 

iy anything for fear that I might tell her 
that | was a gambler and lose my chances 

rhen too, I didn’t want to talk. I 

ust wanted to grab her and take her to my 


vith he 


But I knew she was too much small- 
town gal to do something like that after 
only meeting me that night. Well, I said 
to myself, I guess I will just have to bide 


time awhile. 


Theyre really good dancers, aren't 
ey?” [ heard Clara say as my mind 
came back. She was looking at a young 
ouple out near the center of the floor 

ght up in a fast number. “Yes, they 
re.” I said. “Are you ready to leave?” 

Ye she said. 

We could hear the music from the ball- 
room floating down the street as we turned 
the corner, walking slowly through the 


still. warm evening. 

What kind of work do you do?” Clara 
isked. The question took me by 
and I blurted out, “I’m a gam- 
bler,” then added, “I’m not a crook. I play 
ind square.” 

Clara was silent. Only our heels striking 
vement could be heard. along with 
the motor of an occasional car passing on 


the street 


“You must lead an interesting life.” she 
said, finally, again taking me by surprise. 
“Why do you say that?” I asked curiously. 
“T never heard anyone say something like 
that about gambling before.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Clara said. “I once 
read a book about gamblers. It said that 
the gambler artist plays with a fever in 
his blood, for the sheer joy of matching 
wits, and displaying his skill and versatil- 
ity. And it also told of the type of gam- 
bler who plays only to win money. He is 
the type who usually loses everything he 
has. The gambling artist is the one who 
ends up with the money,” she explained. 

This was a new explanation to me. “Then 
I guess I am an artist,” I said. I had never 
thought of it that way. It really wasn’t the 
winning of money that intrigued me most. 
It was the excitement I got in playing the 
cards and knowing that I had a skill which 
could keep an entire room waiting for me 
to flip my cards. 

Clara seemed to have been giving me an 
excuse for gambling as though she were 
telling me that my playing was alright. 

I wanted to gather her in my arms then. 
But I thought better of it. Women were 
funny and unpredictable. and I never tried 
very hard to understand them. I may ruin 
my chances with her if I acted rash now, 
I said to myself. 

But why was I thinking about a future 
with this girl? I didn’t know. Then we 
were at her home. “Well. Mr. Smith.” Clara 
smiled, “I certainly enjoyed the evening 
with you. I’m sorry it has to end so early. 
But I have a busy day tomorrow. It’s been 
a pleasure meeting you.” She opened her 
purse and began searching for her door 
key. 

“But you will see me again, won't you?” 
I asked. half pleading. feeling a slight 
panic inside me at the thought that this 
was the end of a relationship which hadn’t 
begun. 

“Well, if you’d like to see me again,” 
Clara said after thinking a moment, and 
then letting that Mona Lisa smile settle 
over her face. Her glasses were off. She had 
put them in her purse as we left the ball- 
room. Her eyes were big and brown. The 
stars seemed to be reflected in them as she 

crinkled her nose in a broad smile. 

“Good,” I said. “How’s about tomorrow 
afternoon about three? We could start off 
with a brief tour of the city. I know all the 
important places. Let me see.” She frowned 
for a few seconds in thought. “Could you 
make that 3:30?” 

“You bet.” I said. 


N A few weeks, I couldn’t tell what had 

come over me. We had been dating for 
nearly a month. I had never been so phys- 
ically attracted to one woman before in my 
life. I would find myself waking up in the 
morning thinking about her. And when 
evening came and we parted at her front 
door. the memory of her perfume lingered 






in my head all the way home, until I had 
settled in bed and finally dropped off to 
sleep. And still I hadn’t had the first in. 
timacy. But I went on as though the next 
date would be it. 

Thinking back on it, I hardly even 
pressed her for a kiss. But one night, after 
a month, we did kiss, long and warmly, as 
we bade goodnight at her front door. She 
seémed in a trance as we relaxed from the 
kiss and she said, “My, I’m a little out of 
breath.” Then she smiled that smile again, 

“See you tomorrow night,” I whispered 
as I kissed her again. 

“Goodnight, Jim.” she said, then turned 
slowly and mounted the steps to her front 
door. I wanted to run after her. to rush into 
her apartment and rip her clothes off. But 
I knew that I had to take it slowly. My first 
hunch had been right. No man had ever 
known the charm of that body, I just knew 
it. Not even me, yet. But I was planning 
to the following night. 

She was fixing dinner for me that eve- 
ning. The smell of the potatoes and onions 
told me that I was arriving on time. She 
kissed me warmly. then rushed back to 
the kitchen and began fixing the steaks, 
“Come on back,” she shouted. “Mix us a 
drink, Jim.” The way she said it made me 
fee] that this was my wife and I was just 
arriving home from the office and waiting 
for her to bring on the food. “AII right. 
Mrs. Smith.” I joked. Then her eyes 
caught mine. as mv laugh died. The smile 
was there, again. And there was something 
else in her eyes. 

“Would you marry me, Jim?” she asked, 
stopping her cooking and walking up to 
me. 

“Wait a minute. honey.” I said. slightly 
backing away. What's happening? I asked 
myself. Then my mind started working. 
“Excuse me a minute, darling,” I said. “I 
have to put some money in the parking 
meter outside. Be right back.” 

“Okay.” she said. returning to the stove. 

That was close, 1 thought as I left the 
room. 

We ate quietly, gazing at each other as 
we ate. Then the supper was finished. | 
helped her wash the dishes and carried 
the tray with the drinks into her livingroom. 

We sat down and watched television as 
we sipped our drinks. Clara snuggled up to 
me and, for a moment, I really felt like a 
house-broken husband. 

After a while, we started looking at each 
other again, forgetting television and every- 
thing else, except ourselves. 

“Kiss me. darling,” Clara said with her 
eyes half closed. We held the kiss for a 
long moment. I felt her relax in my arms. 
The moment had finally arrived. 

Slowly, gently, I led her, realizing this 
was her first time. There was a slight cry 
of pain from her at first. But it was soon 
ended as she clung to me... . the light of 
the television blurred in and out of focus. 


Her brea! 
ee the NV 
Afterw 
(lara wa: 
| lay bes 
dangling 
“| don’ 
yhispere¢ 
was SO 
formed it 
jike. I su 
her then. 
that that 
fach tim 
A year 
snoke-fill 
ing in mM 
was my Nl 
me rea 
artist at ¢ 
Clara t 
she said 
couldn’t | 
of the ga 
a wife I | 
married, 
want my 
standing, 
iewel. Br 


anyone— 


HEN 
up he 
women. 1 
playing. | 
decent an 
“What 
“You ne 
out on Mm 
“T kno 


can't go « 








| [eat my 
| that I ne 
you ever 
wonder ¥ 
So tha 
get marr 
she was | 
I didn’t k 
I guess i 
I would | 
“Don’t 
vou?” J | 
getting n 
“‘T gue 
bit. “But 
for me. I 
as somet! 
Suppose 
would ye 
work on 
such a g 
do is pla 
for us to 
“You 1 
[ I asked. 
ginning 
she was. 
Clara an 


kids, No 








had 
fF to 
t in- 
next 


even 
ifter 


it of 
‘ain, 
red 


Ve. 





‘leat my heart out for you. 


= 





| 
| 
| 








Her breathing became heavier. I could only 


.e the Mona Lisa smile before me. 

Afterwards, the quietness returned. And 
(lara was covering my face with kisses as 
[lay beside her on the loveseat, our feet 
jangling over the arm. 

“| don’t know why I waited so long,” she 
yhispered to me. “I feel so wonderful. It 
yas so beautiful, my darling.” Tears 
jrmed in her eyes. She seemed so child- 
ike. | suppose that I was ready to marry 
ier then. But she forgot about asking me 
hat that evening. And so, life went on. 
Fach time. we grew a bit closer. 

A year passed. I was still the king of the 
goke-filled back rooms where I was pull- 
ing in more money than ever. Perhaps it 
yas my new-found love with Clara, but for 
«me reason, I became an even greater 
artist at cards, 

Clara understood my obsession. At least 
she said she did. And she knew that we 
couldn’t date on Saturday nights because 
of the games. She was the nearest thing to 
awife I had ever had. I felt that if I were 
married, this would be the way I would 
want my wife to react, with a deep under- 


standing, not just nagging. Clara was a 
jewel. But I wasn’t intending to marry 


anyone—not even Clara. 


HEN we had a quarrel. And it pointed 

up how little I actually knew about 
women. The quarrel resulted from my card 
playing. Clara wanted me to do “something 
decent and honorable.” she said. 

“What do you mean?” T shot back at her. 
“You never complained when I took you 
out on my card winnings,” I said. 

“IT know.” she said, “but we simply 
can’t go on like this. Every Saturday night 
Can’t you see 
all the time? Don’t 
don’t you 


that I need you badly, 
you ever think of settling down. 
wonder what you will do for your future? 

So that was it, I thought. She wanted to 
get married. I tried to calm her down for 
she was beginning to ery all over the place. 
Ididn’t know what had gotten into her. But 
I guess if I had stopped to think about it, 
I would have known. 

“Don’t you know that I want to marry 
you?” T lied. I hadn’t really thought about 
getting married to anyone. 

“I guess so.” she said, calming down a 
bit. “But Jim, you must see how hard it is 
for me. I try not to think of your gambling 
as something evil. But I just can’t help it. 
Suppose we marry and have children? How 
would you feel telling them that you only 
work on Saturday night because you’re 
such a good gambler, that all you have to 
do is play that one night to make enough 
for us to live all week?” 

“You mean you want to have kids, too?” 
I asked. I couldn’t stand brats. I was be- 
ginning to wonder if I was flipping, or if 
she was. For some reason I felt sorry for us 
Clara and me. No, I would never have po 


kids, Not even for Clara. 


9” 


“but | 
you 


“T'll marry you,” I lied again, 
won’t have any snotty-nosed children, 
can bet on that.” 

“Why do you keep hurting me like this, 
Jim?” Clara asked, beginning to cry again. 

“Aw, look, honey,” I said, walking over 
to put my arm around her. 

“Get away from me, Jim,” 
“Get out of this house and don’t come back 
I never want to see you again for saying 
that. Go play your cards. At least you won’t 
have to worry about any children there. Get 
out of my life. please, Jim. Don’t say any- 
thing. Just leave!” She rushed into her bed- 
room and slammed the door. 

I had never felt so out of place. I wanted 
to rush in and tell her I was sorry. But, I 
asked myself, what’s the use. I grabbed my 
hat and coat and slammed the door as I 
went out. Women were a mystery. 

Thinking about it as I made my way to 
my apartment, T got mad. 

When I got there, I called up my old 
friend Julie. She came around quickly and 
just as quickly. we had the lights out. Well. 
I would show Clara. You'll never see me 
I thought. I 
up Saturday 


old self 


she shouted. 


sweating over a dame again. 
had a tough game coming 
night. I began feeling like 
again, and it was a good feeling. 

For a couple of weeks I only thought of 
Clara in an idle moment or two. With her 
away. it suddenly dawned on me that I had 
grown more dependent upon her than I 
realized. She had become a sounding board 
for me. She listened to me closly when I 
talked. as though I were her entire world. 
I suppose that IT was. But then, I felt that 
any girl who won my company for an eve- 
ning was lucky. For a girl who had stuck 
with me for over a year, Clara was in an 
extremely high bracket. the top bracket. 

A Friday night. again, and I called up 
Julie. She had just arrived and pulled off 
her coat when there came a knock at the 
Julie was in the other room at the 


my 


door. 
time. 

Standing there. small but beautiful, was 
Clara. I could tell that she had been crying 
by the red eves. She was really togged out 
in her best clothes. “May I come in, Jim?” 
she asked. 

“Sure. Clara.” I said without thinking. 
overjoyed to see her and thinking how I 
wished we were going to spend the evening 
together again. 

She came in and unbuttoned her coat, as 
though she wanted to stay for awhile, to 
be near me. Then Julie walked in. 

“Who’s this?” Julie asked, giving Clara 
the once-over. Clara’s eyes opened wide and 
she said, “I’m I didn’t know you 
were having company.” I could see the hurt 
in her eyes and I wanted to rush to her. 

But before I could get to her, Clara had 
darted out the door. “Wait a minute Clara.” 
I yelled as she slammed the door behind 


sorry. 


her. 


“Let her go, Jim,” Julie said. “You and 
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me are going to have some fun of our own.” 

But I didn’t wait. I grabbed my coat and 
ran after Clara. “Clara. honey.” I said, 
“let me explain.” 

“That isn’t necessary,” Clara said as she 
jumped into a taxi that was waiting out- 
side. “I’m sorry that I bothered you.” 

I stood there in the cold night, watching 
the cab disappear around a bend in the 
street. I felt a slight longing. Then I re- 
membered Julie and turned to go back in 
the house. Julie rushed over to me when I 
got back in the apartment. I tried. but I 
couldn’t forget Clara. I made a promise 
to myself that I would go see her the first 
thing in the morning. 


HAT was the morning that held my 
thoughts. as I sat in the cemetery two 
years later. 

It was quiet. I sat on a carved iron bench, 
looking at the grave plot before me. Then 
my mind reflected on what had happened 
the day after Clara came to visit me. 

On Saturday I couldn’t find the time to 
go by her apartment. But later at the game, 
she showed up again. I never liked anyone 
to bother me while I was playing cards. It 
was bad luck. 

-I told the guy on the door to tell Clara 
that I would see her the next day. But when 
he returned, Clara was walking behind him. 

She didn’t pause at the door to the back 
room, but walked directly over to my chair. 
“T’ve got to see you immediately, Jim,” she 
said, with a look of grimness about her 
eyes. 

But I wasn’t paying much attention to 
what she was saying. I was angry because 
she dared to disturb the “King” while I 
was playing cards. I had told her never 
to come there. 

I decided that I might as well see what 
she wanted, seeing that she had no inten- 
tions of leaving until I did. The “King” 
got down from his throne and walked over 
to her. We walked to the door. 

“Get your coat and come with me. Jim. 
I'll explain it when we get to my house. 
I’ve got to see you now. It’s been very 
dificult without you. Please come on. Jim,” 
Clara pleaded. 

“T can’t,” I said snappily. “Haven't I 
told you never to come here looking for 
me?” 

“Yes, I know, Jim.” she said, tears well- 
ing up in her eyes. “But IT just have to see 
you, now.” 

“Well, I'll come over when the game 
breaks up,” I said. “You go on back home 
and wait for me.” 

“Please come, Jim,” she begged. “please 
hurry.” I closed the door practically in her 
face. 

I never made it. I guess Clara knew that 
I wouldn’t. 


Returning to the poker table, I felt like 
I was home. The cool green top of the table 
seemed to beckon like an old friend, A 
smile flashed across my face as I sat down, 
bent my elbows on the edge of the table 
and said, “Deal ‘em. I’m back”... 

That was only two years ago, but j 
seems like centuries. Now I look at life 
through an entirely different set of glasses 

When the soup lines form, I’m up front 
When it comes time for chores, I take my 
place in line to mop a floor or to wash 
dish, for which we're paid fifteen cents o; 
a quarter. With that. I can get enough 
wine to charge me up for a couple days, 

When I can. I sleep on a cot at the mis 
sion. But if I’m late claiming one. or can’ 
make it back after drinking too much wine 
the nearest doorway will do. 

The days follow nights. nowadays. That’ 
the most I can say for time. Gone are my 
card-playing skills. As a matter of fact, | 
haven’t touched cards for two years. Can't 
stand the sight of them anymore, because 
they conjure up too many memories. 

Two years. I can hardly imagine how 
much time that represents. During the days, 
I have had to forage around for a morsel 
of food and wine. At night, I have had to 
rummage around to find myself an empty 
doorway where I can try to blot out time, 

I don’t have the courage to take my own 
life. That would be sweet, if I only could. 

My clothing is nothing but tatters, my 
shoes lined with cardboard. Every now and 
then the mission gets some second-hand 
clothing, and perhaps I can get a different 
piece of clothing. 

In the meantime the nights are long ani 
lonely, and often cold. 

And sometimes, when the wine mone} 
runs out and I am sober, I sort of slick my 
hair back, brush off the tattered clothing 
and walk the two miles to the cemetery. 

There, in peace and quiet, I can think 
hitter though the thoughts are, bitter be 
cause I let cards become the center of my 
life to the blotting out of everything els 
in my life. 

The day after Clara visited me in the 
hack room and urgently pleaded with me 
to come with her, a young woman Wé 
found dead in her apartment from a gu 
shot wound in the temple. The young 
woman left a note to her lover. 

“I doubt that you will ever understand 
my reason for doing this, my darling. Bul 
I know how hopeless our situation is. Thi 
is the easiest way for both of us. 

“We had fun when we first met, and We 
were both happy. But that’s all over no¥ 
| had to do this because I was going ® 
have your baby ... and I know you don’ 
want children. Don’t judge me too harshly 
my darling. Yours until eternity . ..” 
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Love Wasn't Enough 


(Continued from Page 21) 


ge. I'd never felt this painful softness to- 
ard a man before, certainly not the one 
({ picked out for myself, Rob Crandall. 
‘| want to know you better, Sam.” 

‘Me? I’m nothing to know, Donna,” he 
aid humbly. “I’m twenty-two years old. 
[ran away from home when I was fourteen. 
{haven't had no education .. .” 

“Any education,” I interrupted automati- 
ily. Instantly I knew it was the wrong 
thing to say. Sam dropped my hand abrupt- 
running a finger around his shirt collar 
xs ifhe were stalling his anger. 

“Don’t ever correct my English. 
e said. “Don’t ever do that.” 


baby.” 


“Sam! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.” 
He was smiling again, a bitter smile. 
“Yeah. You meant it, honey. Stick with 


vour friends . . . those college kids.” He 
loked toward the University buildings 


etched importantly against the starlit sky. 
He beat out a little rhythm on the 
foor with his foot in that nervous way of 


porch 


his. “This is good—all this. Not for me. 
but good for a chick like you.” 
I had hurt him! “Don’t shut me out, 


Sam.” I said frantically. The moonlight 
danted across the sensitive planes of his 
ace, “Don’t, Sam!” 

His hands were on my shoulders then. 
biting in hard. “Donna. the first 
sweet, clean girl I’ve met in a long time. 
You're fresh air and and 
nusic, And, baby. you’re way out of Sam 
(allahan’s league.” he added lightly. “So 
I'd better shove off.” 

My arms were around his neck then. I 


you're 


sunshine 


had to get way up on my toes because of 
“Kiss me, 
if you can walk away 
lenged. 

Before his mouth 
le said, “I have a funny, awful 
we're going to hurt each other 
tad, Donna.” 

Sam did walk away from me that night. 
lis long-legged stride was almost jaunty. 
tis hands thrust deeply in his pockets as he 
whistled softly. He carried my unwilling 
ieart with him and maybe I should have 
teen crying, but I was smiling as I watched 
him give a final wave, a last look at the 
omer. For the tune Sam was whistling 
was the loneliest, little tune in the world— 
eartbroken and sad. The sweet idiot was 
ighting it. but he loved me too! 

At first I began going to The Campus 
lone, the magnetic attraction I felt for 
‘am washing away any pride or coyness. 
He hadn’t called and I knew he’d con- 
‘ineed himself he’d done the right thing 
shout us. I'd sit and listen alone, Sam’s 
music and taunting me—always 
telling me he loved me. And Sam himself 
‘gnoring me completely. I got mad. I sent 
him notes by the waiter. I sat waiting until 


then see 


I chal- 


Sam. 
from me.” 
down to mine. 
feeling 


came 


bad ... so 


teasing 
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iched all over. And Sam let me go home 
ery night alone to cry myself to sleep. 
accepted every and any date offered me 
anything to get to The Campus and 
possibly make Sam jealous. Rob had tied 
with a cute little girl whose parents 

as wealthy as his. Several girls told 

| was a fool for throwing him over, a 

d catch like that. I was a fool in love, 
this dizzy. 


d them. It would 


tter-sweet feeling from one kiss. the mel- 


pass 


ly of a lonely boy’s piano. It had to pass 
ause the restless, easv-going Sam wasn’t 
t I'd planned for mvself—wasn’t the 
ly. ambitious rock of a man I wanted 
arry. Sam was lonesome and sweet and 
[ loved him. But just for a little while. I 
ld myself. Pll just love for a little while. 
hen go on about my business. 
How foolish of me to think I could love 
for just a little while. As if his tal- 
ented hands hadn’t torn at my heart. So 
my dates took me to Sam’s. I played 
them for his benefit, flirted and let 
them hold my hand. Sam would watch my 
with amused indulgence. Sometimes 
he’d make a circle out of his thumb and 
efinger. That meant the fellow I was 
vith met his approval. Then sometimes 
d shake his head. turning his thumb 
lown like I'd picked a lemon. I could have 
heerfully killed him. 
Finally | decided to stop this nonsense 
| rip Sam out of my heart. I worked and 
studied harder than ever. I enticed Rob 
back on the scene—enticing him into ask- 
e to marry him. That was the night be 
ulled his sleek convertible to the hills 
rlooking Hollywood, his kisses posses- 
and hollow. He’s what you want, I 
old myself. Maybe you don’t love him— 
that will come later. perhaps. He’ll do 
ell, provide successfully. You'll bear him 
perfect “Yes, Rob.” I 
aying. “We'll have a good marriage 
will!” 


propel children. 


kent 


VC will, we 


Maybe I would have convinced myself 
| did want to marry Rob that evening if 
[ hadn't lingered on the Professor’s porch 


atch him drive away. I watched him 
lacken his speed at the corner. It was 
only when he kept going, so sure of him- 
self. so confident and cocky, that I realized 
en waiting for him to look back just 
like Sam had done that 
is if he had to have one last look. 


once and wave 
Sam! | had to see him once more before 

arriage, had to sample the sweetness 
of a love I could never have with Rob. 
Maybe then I'd be free to plunge into the 


neat, precise way of life ’'d worked so 


p! OPLE must have thought I was crazy 
[ hurried along the gawdy streets 
toward Sunset Boulevard late that night. I 
didn’t care. | had to see Sam once more. 
Perhaps if he knew I loved him, he’d be a 
little less lonely. I could forget him if I 
knew he was a little less lonely. 
70 


It was a dingy walkup. just as Sam had 
described it that first night we met. The 
suspicious looking landlady directed me to 
his room at the top of the narrow stair- 
case. “I’d appreciate it if you'd tell ’em 
to quiet down up there,” whined. 
“Night after night, with their jam sessions. 
It’s enough to drive you nuts!” 

“But it’s all he has . . . his music.” I 
said. She shrugged her sleasy shoulders. 
slamming her apartment door in my face. 

At Sam’s door I started to knock. The 
music coming from inside had been hot 
and bouncy, now suddenly turning to the 
slow. beautiful stuff of Cole Porter. I softly 
opened the door. Sam was sitting at an 
old piano in the shabby little room, one 
eve squinted against the smoking cigarette 
in his mouth, his white shirt open at the 
collar. A dark brown man with a bass 
violin beat out an accompanying rhvthm. 


she 


another man started to raise a trumpet to 
his lips. then saw me. “Company. Sam.” 
he mumbled. Sam didn’t glance at me. 
didn’t stop playing while the others quietly 
packed up their equinment and left. eveing 
me curiously. [ walked closer, love for 
him smacking into me like a blow. 

“Go on home. Donna.” he said finally. 
without looking up. crushing his cigarette 
out in an already overflowing ashtray. 

“You mean that. Sem?” IT asked in a 
trembling voice. [ couldn’t move. just stand 
there drinking in the sight of him. He 
needed a haircut. there were shadows under 
his eves. 

“You don’t give up very easily, do you?” 
He switched to a funny. mocking little 
melody. [| swallowed hard. advancing to- 
ward him. 

“T just came to say goodby.” 
tively I picked uv the full ashtray, empty- 
ing the contents into a wastebasket. Sam hit 


Instine- 


the keys hard in sudden anger. 

“Don’t pussy foot around here giving it 
the domestic routine!” He ran a hand over 
his head after a moment. “Okay. so you 
came to say goodby. So goodby to what... 
nothing!” 

“Sam. don’t yell at me.” [ whispered. His 
eyes met mine and it was like a touch. 

“Sorry.” he said shortly, stroking the 
kevs softly again. “You going away or 
something? If that’s it... good luck and 
all that jazz.” 

“Didn’t you ever want to talk tome... 
see me again?” I asked stupidly. shocked 
at my own lack of smoothness. “Weren’t 
you ever jealous?” What kind of a cloud 
was I on, to stand here in a grimy smoke- 
filled dump of a room, baring my emotions 
to this piano player? What kind oi stars 
were in my eyes that made me see only 
him when I was with Rob. And would it be 
that way all through my marriage? 

“Why should I have been jealous?” Sam 
was saying. “You're just a broad I walked 
home once ... a college gal with razz-a-ma- 
tazz friends . . . rah-rah buddies . . .” 





“Careful, Sam,” I said amused. “You're 
own feelings are showing now.” 

“Baby,” he said, “all the feelings I need 
are right here, in this big box with the 
black and white keys.” His eyes flicked 
over me coldly. “That kind of leaves you 
out.” 

That hurt real bad. He was hurting me 
so he wouldn’t get hurt himself. I wanted 
to touch him. to feel his tenderness. I didn’t 
dare now. It wouldn’t be fair to either of 
us. 

My cold fingers turned the door knob 
and I wondered which memory would be 
most vivid when I lay in Rob’s arms—the 
whistling boy that had turned to wave one 
last time. or the resentful person who had 
just cut me to ribbons. 

“Donna?” I paused, hardly daring to 
breathe as I felt him come up behind me. 
“Where ... where are you going?” 

“Pm getting married. that’s all,” I began. 
trving to control the break in my voice. 
“So so you see, youre not such a 
lady-killer after all!” He turned me around 
to face him, wiping my tears away with his 
thumbs. 

“And if [ asked you... you'd stay right 
here with me... all night. Wouldn’t you?” 
I nodded, ashamed, trying to pull away 
from him. “One last fling, Donna?” he 
said angrily. “Is that what you had in 
mind?” 

My hand flew back, slapping him hard 
against the face. T hadn’t fooled Sam ... 
but most of all I hadn’t fooled mvself 
either. “Love! Love. you idiot!” T sobbed. 
“And... oh. darn, I didn’t want to fall...” 

Sam bent down to gather me close, his 
mouth against my hair, his voice husky 
with feeling. “You’re not doing anything 
like that... you don’t have to. I—I didn’t 
want to fail for you either, Donna. but I 
did.” He held me away from him. eves 
shining as he gave me a rough shake. “You 
know that old song, Fools Rush In Where 
ingels Fear To Tread? Well. . . that’s 
us. honey.” 

That wonderful night! We sat in the flat 
pouring out our hearts to each other as 
lovers will. telling what we thought and 
how we felt at this time or that, baring our 
souls. I only half listened to my friends 
advice, to Rob’s agonized pleading for me 
to reconsider. It was strange. IT loved what 
Rob represented. but I didn’t love Rob. It 
was Sam I loved. An irresistible. pulling 
love that couldn’t be ignored, couldn't be 
just sampled. then forgotten. ’l] mold Sam 
into what he should be, I thought happily. 
encourage him to be a success. Then our 
marriage, our lives will be perfect! 


‘ AM and I stood before a Justice of the 

Peace a week later. Afterwards we 
walked, pausing wherever we wished. 
laughing at the ranting speakers in a down 
town park, eating popcorn and hot dogs for 
our wedding lunch at a wayside stand. We 
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bought pork chops and potatoes and celery 
ind I cooked Sam’s dinner that night be- 
fore he left for The Campus. 

After he’d gone I took a practical in- 
ventory of his apartment. We’d have to stay 
here until I could get a job but until we 
I intended to have it sparkling 
clean. I scoured, scrubbed and waxed un- 
til my arms ached, arranging the messy 
piles of Sam’s sheet music in neat stacks, 


left it, 


dusting the ancient piano. I was so ex- 
hausted that I threw myself across the 
bed after my bath, fully intending to be 
:wake when Sam got home. 

It wasn’t Sam’s kiss, but the high notes 

a trumpet that awakened me. As I 
listened, shocked, other instruments joined 
in. blasting out in the beginning of a jam 
{nd Sam didn’t even come into 
he bedroom to kiss me! 

[In all the disappointments that followed 
those next months, none was so bitter, so 
hurting as that one. When I finally went 
ut | might have been a stick of furniture 
for all the attention they paid me. Except 
for a wink, Sam didn’t stop his playing, 
didn’t indicate by so much as a word that 


ession. 


this was our wedding night. Nor did he 
mention the cleanliness of the flat. Nothing. 
[ talked to myself in the kitchen between 
tears and a grudging amusement at this 
lap-happy piano bum I’d married. I made 
offee and sandwiches and I thought. give 
him time. He loves you. 

That Sam loved me there was always a 
loubt in my mind. I was lonely in his arms. 
| shared him in our most intimate moments 

ith something I had nothing to do with 


omething closer to him . . . the music 


in his soul. Once after we’d made love and 
[ was soaring between earth and high 


I felt his fingers tapping up and 
my spine, softly at first and then 
with a bolder rhythm as he began to hum. 
He was composing a song! Throwing the 

overs aside I threw myself out of his arms, 

claring down at him with the full fury of 
ippointment. “Don’t ever do that again,” 

[ said low. “You could make me hate you.” 
\ll the gaiety, all the sweet joy went out of 


heaven 


his face, and I went out to the kitchen and 
cried myself sick, trying not to listen as 
he went to the piano to play the song that 
had come to him during our love-making— 
Donna At Daybreak.” The fact that he 
later told me the song was for me—to me— 
didi assuage my rage. 
\fter that, though, Sam seemed to settle 
down some and I was glad. The jam ses- 
became rare. Sam came home and 
went to bed as he should have done, at 
im. And I found a wonderful job in 
in insurance office. Things went well for 
three until I I was 
[ was heartsick. There was so 


months discovered 
pregnant 
ich 'd planned on accomplishing before 
started a family. Now this new develop- 
interrupted our financial schedule, 

the savings account I'd started toward a 


little house and furniture. Sam—carefree 
Sam was delirious with joy. “A baby .. . 
our own little tiny kid!” He caught me up 
in his arms. “It’s like writing a new song 
... doing a new arrangement ... creating!” 
When he put me down on the couch, hold- 
ing me as if I were infinitely precious, he 
said humbly: “Thank you, Donna, my love. 
What can I tell you, what can I ever do or 
say to express what I feel for you?” 

“You can just hold me. love me,” I 
whispered, but Sam was already dis- 
tractedly leaving me to go to his blasted 
piano! 

After a few months I quit my job, prom- 
ising to return after the baby’s birth. Sam 
was delightfully silly, bringing home ridic- 
ulous toys, clumsily painting a crib I 
found in a junk shop. This was probably 
the happiest time of our married life. This 
would make a man of him, I thought glee- 
fully. giving him the ambition to be some- 
thing more than just a piano player in a 
college nightclub. Relentlessly | urged him 
to quit. look for something more befitting 
a family man, and the big consideration 

. with more money. 

“But honey, you knew what I was when 
you married me,” Sam said. His eyes slid 
toward the battered old piano that cluttered 
up so much precious space in the small 
livingroom. There was a sadness in them 
that I wished I'd paid attention to at the 
time. “We’ve been happy together, haven’t 
we, Donna? We’ve got each other .. . our 
love . .. and soon our little kid . . .” 

“Oh, Sam,” I pleaded. “That was enough 
at first . 
think of now. The world’s a big place, full 
of opportunities, and success. I—I want 
more for us than this!” I swept a disdain- 
ful hand toward the small room. 

“You want me to quit, Donna? That’s 
what you really want?” It wasn’t a question 
... it was the death of a dream. But I 


. . but we have other things to 


didn’t know it then. 


W HEN Petey struggled into the world on 

a wet night, Sam wasn’t there. It was 
his first week with Norton & Cramer Realty 
and I knew he had to go out in the Valley 
that afternoon and might have been de- 
layed. It was such a potentially good job 
and the commissions were so fabulous, that 
I hid my growing fear as the hours crept 
toward midnight and the pains came closer 
together. Finally I called my doctor who 
advised me to take a cab to the hospital 
alone. Dawn was showing gray against my 
window when they laid my son in my arms. 
Sam ... where are you? Why 
weren't you here to share this moment that 


ne 


will never come again? 

Sam came, wrinkled and unshaven long 
after the sun was high, his concern for 
me mingled with small-boy sheepishness. 
He reached out for me. “Donna . . . baby! 
I'd have been here, honestly. I—I dropped 
in at The Campus. We got to fooling 





around .. . like the old days. And .. 


. well, 
time flew by. When I got home and yoy 
weren't there—I was just about crazy!” 
The Campus—a jam session at The 
Campus! I reared back from him. “Don’t 


speak to me!” 

His face fell, then brightened as he 
fumbled in his pocket for a sheet of music 
score. “Look, baby—a present. Last night 
we played “Donna At Daybreak,” and 
honey, it was a smasher. Lots of encores. 
and...” 

“Your job, Sam,” I reminded him coldly, 
“Did you sell any real estate?” 

He shook his head. “I can’t . . . I’m not 
a salesman. Honey, can’t you understand 
that? I... I’m not going back, Donna!” 

He wasn’t going back! He had a wife and 
baby, and he wasn’t going back! Helplessly 
I turned toward the wall, despair taking 
over and having its dismal way with me, 
Sam’s delight in little Petey did little to 
salve the deep hurt in the days that fol- 
lowed. I went back to my old job, Sam 
went back to The Campus. He didn’t care 
about our future—about his wife or son... 
just about his music. I must admit that he 
cared for Petey uncomplainingly during 
the day while I worked, but I was bitter. 
I'd scoffed at my sister’s husband . . . my 
brother . then my own marriage had 
come to a standstill. Elsie at least had a 
man she could depend on up to a point. | 
had only Sam... sweet. singing Sam. We 
hardly ever saw each other anymore, eating 
a hasty dinner together before he rushed 
off evenings to The Campus. More and 
more I began to find excuses to avoid our 
lovemaking, weariness from working all 
day and fear of another pregnancy making 
me irritable. I still loved Sam with all my 
heart and soul . . . I needed him and 
wanted him too. But that would have to 
wait. 

My opportunity to get Sam to quit play- 
ing at The Campus came when I overheard 
my boss telling the personnel manager to 
get three reliable men lined up for the new 
term of insurance training. I broke rashly 
into the conversation, pleading with him 
to consider my husband. It was arranged 
that Sam would appear for an interview 
the following Friday afternoon. I flew 
around before I went to work that mornin:. 
getting a sitter for Petey, pressing Sam: 
one business suit. “Please now, Sam, be 
on time. We need this job if Petey is eve 
going to have the things other kids have.” 

Sam’s attention was on Petey’s wiggling 
little body as he towelled him after his 
bath. “Sam, did you hear me?” 

“We've got everything we want, havent 
we, fella? You and your old man are happ) 
guys. aren’t we?” 

“Well . . . I'm not!” The bitterness in 
my tone surprised me. “I’m not at all 
happy! I want a decent life for a change 
for the two of us... for Petey!” I was 
dangerously close to nervous tears. Sam 
looked at me gravely. 
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“Would you quit then, Donna, and stay 
home with Pete? Would you do that if I 
get this job?” 

I nodded eagerly. “Why sure, honey. As 
soon as you get situated, I'll be the happiest 
little housewife you ever did see!” 

Sam’s trainee pay was low, of course, so 
[ kept working myself. getting a compe- 
tent middle-aged woman to tend to Petey 
during the days, promising myself and Sam 
that as soon as we got a little further along 
jn our savings, maybe enough for a down 
payment on a house, I’d quit. Mrs. Bates 
was wonderful—a God-send. When Sam 
and I would get home evenings from the 
insurance company. she’d have Petey fed 
and already in bed. She even arrived early 
enough in the mornings to tend to him 
while we scrambled around getting ready 
for work. So many times Sam would dilly- 
dally though, getting in Mrs. Bates’ way 
while he swung the now crawling baby up 
inthe air. “Honestly, Mrs. Callahan,” she'd 
complain irritably. “Your husband gets the 
baby all upset, playing with him like that. 
Petey gets fussy after you’ve gone and I’m 
anervous wreck trying to quiet him.” 

Sam complained bitterly when I warned 
him Mrs. Bates might quit on us. “But I 
never get to see or play with the little guy. 
I'm his Dad... 

“Honey... . I know.” I laughed. glorying 
in the way he idolized his son. “But just 
think... 


house with a yard for Petey to play in. [ll 


remember?” 


soon we'll have a darling little 


be able to stay home with him myself then. 
Oh. Sam, don’t you see? We'll make it up 
to Petey!” 

Sam didn’t answer, just seeming to look 
through and beyond me. A nagging little 
worry caught at my mind the rest of the day 
while I tried to take dictation. Sam wasn’t 
happy with this new setup, I knew, both 
of us leaving Petey all day. Sam was quiet 
and moody lately. not even trying to touch 
me anymore. He was going along with me 
though, and that was encouraging. Soon. 
we'd all be a normal family again. 


HE day Sam passed his trainee course 
and was made a full-fledged insurance 
Mrs. Bates called me at the 
office. “It’s Petey.” she said crisply. “He 
seems to have a slight case of sniffles 


salesman, 


your husband insisted on bathing him this 
morning,” she added wryly. “I don’t think 
he towelled him off fast enough. Should I 
give him a baby aspirin?” 

“Let me call our doctor, Mrs. Bates,” I 
said. “I'll see what he has to suggest, then 
I'll call you right back.” 

“I'm sure it’s nothing at all.” she said 
before she hung up. “He’s naturally a fussy 
baby anyway.” 

Before I could dial the doctor, my boss 
summoned me impatiently for dictation. 
“We've got a board meeting.” he said an- 
noyed. “And we're waiting for you to come 
in and take notes. Donna.” He looked sig- 


nificantly at his watch as [I scrambled for 
pad and pencil. 

I hadn’t figured the meeting would take 
so long and when I was finally released, an 
hour had flown by! My boss delayed me a 
moment longer to thank me for suggesting 
my husband as one of the new trainees. 
“The personnel manager tells me he did 
very well, Donna,” he said. “Today I’m 
sending him out after his first account—a 
big one he'll be able to grab with no 
trouble at all. I'm sure.” 

Silly tears flew to my eyes as I mumbled 
my thanks and hurried out to finally call 
Petey’s doctor. They liked Sam here .. . 
he would be a success, I knew he would! 

The doctor told me to have Mrs. Bates 
take Petey’s temperature. assuring me that 
it was probably normal and he just had a 
slight cold. I hung up, dialing our apart- 
ment, waiting impatiently for her to answer. 
I re-dialed, thinking I'd had a wrong 
number. Still no answer. Panic seized me. 
Where was she . . . where had she taken 
Petey? Crazy, horrible thoughts flashed 
through my mind. Maybe Petey had taken 
a turn for the worse and she’d rushed him 
was really 


to a hospital . . . maybe he 


terribly sick! Hurrying into the hall, I 
asked the 


my husband throughout the big building. 


switchboard operator to page 
“He was tryin’ to get me to call you out 
of the board meeting earlier.” she said. 
bored. “But your boss left strict orders not 
to ring in there. Boy. your husband seemed 
burning mad after your baby sitter called 
again. You weren't available so I connected 
her with him.” 


a 


on his first assignment yet?” 


. but where is he? Did he leave 


She called personnel to find out and 
after a few seconds she looked at me wide- 
eyed. “Gee honey, he’s gone all right. They 
say he just quit!” 

Quit! Sam had quit his wonderful job... 
walked out before he even started to really 
work! Dazedly, I gathered up my purse 
and gloves. leaving word for the boss that 
an emergency had come up at home. All 
the way in a cab my head spun with a mil- 
lion questions. Mrs. Bates had evidently 
called back when she didn’t hear from me. 
Sam had talked to her 


was very sick he would have let me know. 


. surely if Petey 
taken me with him! And why would he 
quit his job? 

I was frantic by the time I thrust some 
crumpled bills at the driver and ran into 
the apartment, up the narrow stairs to our 
“Mrs. Bates Mrs. Bates!” [ 
called, then stopped dead still at the fan- 


door. 
tastic scene before me. On the floor, little 


Petey was lying on his tummy. chin 


propped on two chubby fists, eyes bright 
with delight. And my husband was sitting 
at the piano playing a dizzy little melody. 
singing to the delighted, squealing baby. 
“Little Petey was a real hooked rabbit— 
Cause he had the carrot habit... 


Poor Petey . . . funny little bunny . . . 
Look at his nose...sored andrunny...” 

Petey began beating his rattle against 
the piano leg. finally rolling abandonly on 
the floor. 

“Sam!” I shrieked. “What are you doing 

. why did you quit your job, Sam!” 

He kept right on playing before he 
turned a cold look on me. “Because I’m 
a father, Donna. Because this little guy is 
my kid and he had a yen to see his folks 

. so he kicked up a fuss and made old 
Hatchet-face think he was sick! Because 
his mother didn’t have time to call the doc- 
tor to find out just how bad off he might 
be!” 

“But . but I couldn’t just then,” I 
floundered. “Mrs. Bates said it wasn’t too 
serious anyway ... and the boss was hur- 
rying me.. 

Sam crashed down angrily on the keys. 
“The boss ... the job... the money 
the want, want, want! Everything in first 
place but me . and him!” He tousled 
Petey’s head, grabbing onto the fat little 
paw reaching out for him. “Maybe I quit 
for another reason, too,” he said thought- 
fully. “Maybe I lost myself in the precise. 
mechanical little world you hooked me 
into. Lost myself . . . our love. if we ever 
had any... lost you.” 

I was half listening to Sam’s moody 
rambling as I gathered Petey into my arms. 
feeling his face for temperature. “Where 
is Mrs. Bates 
the 


sick is he 
My 


tumbled together in worried urgency. 


. how 
where’s thermometer ?” words 
Sam shook his head disgustedly. “I 
booted her out. She’s got about as much 
softness in her toward a little kid as a bull- 
dozer. Question number two . . . Pete’s in 
good shape, he’s not sick. He’s lonesome 
for his folks. And as for the thermometer 
how come you—his mother—don’t 
know where it is?” 

Carefully, trying to control my rage. | 
took Petey to his bed, settled him in, then 
closed the door. Then I went back in to 
face Sam, my nails biting into my palms. 
“Don’t insinuate I'm a poor mother, when 
you've never been a decent husband or 
father!” My words broke like the first 
waves in a hurricane, building up to a 
crashing violence. “This was just the poor 
excuse you needed to quit, wasn’t it, Sam?” 

“You'd like to think that, Donna. It 
diminishes your own negligence. doesn’t 
ne 

How dare he talk to me that way! 
Everything I'd ever done, worked for was 
for all of us. I could have slapped him. “Go 
back to your piano playing, Sam!” I yelled. 
“Go on back . . 
liked being married to me. Your music— 
that’s all you think about, care for!” 

Slowly he stood up, quietly closing the 


get out! You've never 


piano top before he walked very close to 
me. “If you think that, you’re dumb. You’re 
a real dumb broad, Donna.” He glanced 


73 





rd Petey’s door. “You can arrange for 
orce, if that’s what you want.” With 
he walked out, without looking back. 
ir marriage of one year was over. 





I OLD myself it didn’t matter. I got Mrs. 

Bates to come back and continue work- 

epting the sympathetic cluckings of 

the boss and my fellow workers automati- 

Oh Sam! How could you have hurt 

I’d think nights as I cuddled 

baby close. I loved you so much... 

the first moment we met. Was there 

g left for us? Was our love so flimsy 

uldn’t survive day by day hurdles? I 

[ asked myself a million questions in 

weeks that followed, staring at that 

t piano night after night, miserably. I 

dn’t start divorce proceedings. I couldn’t. 

yet. To sever every tie with my Sam 
pletely was more than I could face. 

The laughter, the love... life itself went 
of the memory-haunted little flat. I 
ked, ate, slept. moved around emptily, 

1y eyes always straying toward that piano 
the ugly, scarred thing Sam had loved 
mo re than me . more than Petey. One 
ght while the baby quietly played on the 

[ impulsively threw back the top, 
running my fingers resentfully over the 
keys. I wanted to get an ax and smash 
vay at my enemy! Remembering the baby, 
I curbed 


like this, 


ind not wanting to startle him, 
impulse to hammer away on the thing, 
etting my fingers fall listlessly on the high 
notes as tears spilled down my face. I 
heard a soft sound, a baby sound and 
looked down to see Petey watching me ex- 
pectantly, all ready to wave his toy in time 
he music. “Bad old piano, Petey!” I 
said childishly, almost hysterically. He 
watched with great interest as I slammed 
the top his face falling with dis- 
ippointment, his toy tentatively waving. 
Little gooing, lisping sounds came out of 
him as I curiously raised the lid again. He 
erazy with glee, arms and chubby 
hurning fast as he crawled closer. An 
overpowering love tugged at my _ heart. 
You want Mommy to play, honey?” Al- 
though I wasn’t at all musical, I did know 
Chop Sticks” and I must have played it 
und over again for an hour until my 

haby had fallen into a happy, exhausted 
Petey hadn’t laughed and frolicked 
like that since his Daddy left, I thought 


down, 


wearily as I tucked him into bed. 
lhe memory of that little episode tugged 
mind relentlessly in the days that 
ed, until I was half crazy. Maybe if 
| went to see Sam now that my anger had 
diminished, maybe if we could talk it over, 
working something out, if only for Petey’s 
It had become a nightly ritual for 
play “Chop Sticks” at the piano, 
entranced at first as I 
pounded away, then eventually becoming 
bored. “You know, honey, Mommy’s going 
to have to learn some other tunes. What 


Petey listening 


was that silly one your Daddy made up for 
you? Little Petey was a real hooked rab- 
bit... ?” I tried to pick it out and couldn’t. 
The piano wouldn’t talk for me as it had 
for Sam. 

Strange, it had been that old piano that 
had enraged me so often and eventually 
caused me to make Sam leave . . . made me 
break up our marriage. And now it seemed 
like a faithful old friend, whispering to me 
to bring Sam back to it .. . to Petey and 
me. I’d push the thought away, glaring 
balefully at the battered thing, until one 
rainy Saturday night near Thanksgiving. 
I’d been home all day, of course, and the 
place was getting on my nerves until I 
could hardly stand it. Was this all there 
was... all there’d ever be for Petey and 
me in the future. As I bathed the baby 
and got him ready for bed. I scanned his 
little face anxiously, trying not to admit 
that he’d used to crow and chortle when 
Sam made a delightful silly ritual out of 
bedtime. I tried to play with him, booing 
at him and kissing his little toes, but he 
remained limp and uncaring. Why, Sam 
was more than a father to him, I thought 
in a burst of truth! Maybe Sam hadn’t 
provided a fine home, an expensive nursery 
but he’d known how to make Petey relish 
every moment with him. And I—I was a 
poor substitute for the father I'd sent away 
from my baby. When he was tucked in I 
called Mrs. Bates to come and sit with 
him. “Ill get your daddy back for you, 
baby... at least I'll try awfully hard.” 

When I slipped into an empty booth 
Sam was having his way with that piano at 
The Campus, just as he had that first 
night. Except that now there was no rol- 
licking. no gaiety and fun in his music. 
Sam was talking sad, telling his listeners 
how lonely and heartbreaking life could 
be. His eyes were deeply circled—and he 
needed a haircut. I ordered a coke and 
listened, fighting against the emotions that 
enveloped me as I had that first time I’d 
heard him play. Maybe. I thought, that was 
what had been wrong with our marriage. 
I'd fought too much against my real feel- 
ings, trying to fit our marriage into a neat 
preconceived notion of what I’d thought 
marriage ought to be. I’d tried to put love 
on a shelf, bidding it wait until I had all 
the beautiful, “necessary” surroundings to 
show it off properly. But the only climate 
love needs is recognition and reciprocation. 
I knew that now, as I listened to Sam beat 
out his unhappy tale of woe. That melody 
was Sam himself... feeling, loving, crying, 
through his music. Tears filled my eyes at 
his hurt. I’'d forgotten how to listen to him, 
so greedy was I for security and prosperity, 
so anxious was I to make Sam over. I'd for- 
gotten that this was the only way that Sam 
with me or Petey. 
knew how to 


could communicate, 
Petey had understood. He 
listen—he heard what Sam was saying with 
his fingers. They’d been happy together, 





they'd loved each other—and I had take 
all that away from them both. Miserably 
buried my face in my guilty hands as Su 
swept into Donna At Daybreak, the soy 
he’d once written for me and which I'd» 
sented so bitterly. Now I saw how, fro 
Sam’s point of view, my graceless accep 
ance to his cherished gift had amounted 
rejection—rejection of his love becayg 
that’s what he’d been expressing. When { 
song was ended and I was wiping away 
tears. I looked up and saw Sam watchin 
me. He rose from the piano and cross 
the small room toward me, his face imp, 
sive ... almost as if he’d never let hims 
be glad, or care, ever again. Oh, Sam, Ty 
taken all the joy out of you, I thought a! 
watched the loose easy walk, saw the tir’ 
eyes. 

He leaned close to crush his cigarette oy 
in the ashtray and I trembled at the dex 
familiar nearness of him. I waited whil 
our eyes held. 

“Hello. Donna,” he said softly. 

“Sam... it was beautiful. My song! 
mean.” 

He sank down across the small tabk 
“There’s nothing wrong, is there? Pete., 
he’s okay?” 

“Everything’s wrong, Sam, without yw 
I, Petey . we don’t seem to be aliy 
anymore.” 

He nodded, looking down at his hané| 
loosely clasped in front of him. “I knov 
I’ve wanted to come back. I’ve wanted t) 
promise you I'd change.” He shook hi: 
head hopelessly. “I know it’d just be a 
other broken promise to disappoint you.” 

I smiled shakily. “That’s what I cam 
to tell you, Sam. We don’t want you t 
change. Oh, Sam we want you to stay jus, 
the way you are... forever.” 

Sam looked at me for a long time, trying, 
to make up his mind if I really meant it.) 
And he must have seen the lov! 
the love I had plenty, 





guess. 
there in my eyes... 
of time for now. 

We walked out of The Campus togethe: 
that night and we’ve been together on 
since, our love, laughter and tears still 
to music. There have been good times, atl 
bad, but we’re in a wonderful old ram 
shackle house at the edge of town, at 
have a new baby girl. And I’m a full-tin: 
wife and mother. Often when I get anxiou: 
over my little family, their security a0! 
future, I remind myself that everythin: 
falls into place if we'll only have faith aw 
patience and remember the lesson I learnt! 
so dearly—that love never waits for a ti! 
or a place... or a particular type of pe 
son. Love is now, catch it and hold it clos: 


THE EN) 











To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32S. Studio 769, New Yor! 





POEMS WANTED} 


Sl 





Not too hard... not too soft...just right! 


The only 
premium quality 


hair pomade for men! 


. a 
Greasetfse 
Get DUKE . . . the new grease/ess hair pomade that trains : AIR mA 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. : 


Women love that ‘‘Duke Look." Get it . . . get DUKE! At your drug counter. 


65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS - 1808 S. Michigan Ave. ¢ Chicago 16, Illinois 





ea! Send for Big Money- 
Making Outfit FREE / 


mt ak 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


ur§ 00 

— oh TO ae 

with =e IN A DAY! 
WEARER’S & Do you want to make more money 
ere in full or spare time . . . as much 
NAME Age as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the 
* coupon below for your BIG FREE 
OUTFIT, containing scores of 
fine quality fabrics, sensational 
values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- 
ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 

yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 
It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
measure suit. FREE Sample | any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
Case includes Personalized | plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Name Label information— | Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
send coupon now—today! | fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 

plans to get your own suit without le cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


eS, YOUR OWN SUITS the coupon below TODAY! 


Embroidered 
on Special 
Label! 


Special extra fea- 

ture available— 

Wearer’s name can be em- 
broidered on silk label sewn 
right into garment—helps you 
make more sales. Everyone 
wants a personalized made-to- 





SS So .*\ wort umes Our plan makes it easy 532 S. Throop St., Dept. A-964, Chicago 7, Ill. 
LAQy: Aion yeh €, for you to get your own 

cat 1g # xh personal suits, topcoats 
ae We w oo Ky 
EF gr 


Pes sss eee SS SSS SRS Se ee eee eee eee See 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. A-964 

532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


- and overcoats without pay- 

: AY) atl ing l¢—in addition to your big 

> cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 

do we start you on the road to making 

big money but we also make it easy for 

you to get your own clothes without paying one 

penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 
letters of thanks. 


JUST MAIL CcOUPO You don't invest a pen- 

ny of your money now 
or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 
plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 
now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon. 
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